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PREFACE 


SIDI SENUSSI, the new Mahdi, is no myth. On 
the contrary, he is the most potent force in North 
Africa, and the diplomates of Great Britain and France 
stand in more awe of him than they care to publicly 
admit. Silent, inscrutable, mysterious, he is so jeal- 
oysly guarded in the remote Kuffra oasis that no 
Cltristian or Jew is allowed to approach within 
hundreds of miles of it. Here he is storing up arms, 
ammunition, and wealth—for what? As the title of 
Mahdi is hereditary in this family, there is no hope 
of the ganger being averted by the death or seizure 
of the present chief: it is indeed another case of “The 
king is dead ; long live the king.” 

The Senussi brotherhood numbers many millions 
of members, and is rapidly increasing. It has sup- 
planted the shadowy and effete Turkish rule in North 
Africa; it completely controls the empires of Wadai, 
Bornu, and Sokoto; is making rapid headway in 
Morocco, Algeria, and Upper Egypt; and has secured 
the fanatical devotion of the robber Tuararks, the 
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fierce Tibbus, and the wild tribes to the south of 
Lake Tchad. Myriads from the Mediterranean to 
the Equator, and the Atlantic to the Persian Gulf, 
are waiting and watching and longing for the signal 
which the vetled and mysterious Mahdi shall give. 
When it does peal forth it will shake the greater part 
of the Mohammedan world to its centre, and the 
colonizing nations of Europe will find that they have 
been sleeping in the crater of a quiescent volcano, 
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* MoHAMMED is the Prophet of Allah ; and those who follow 
him are fierce against the unbelievers, but compassionate 
amongst themselves. Thou mayest see them bowing down, 
prostrating themselves, seeking the favour of Allah and his 
pleasure. Their signs are in their faces from the marks of their 
prostration. This is the likeness of them in the Pentateuch, 
and the likeness of them in the Gospel,—as a seed which 
putteth forth its stalk and strengtheneth itself, and swelleth and 
riseth on its stem, and delighteth the sower thereof,—that the 
unbelievers may be indignant thereat. ] 
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CHAPTER I 
THE WHITE CITY ON THE NILE 


@ 

I, JOSEPH GOODBURN, of the parish of Martindale, 
in the county of Westmoreland, England, being a 
prisoner and an exile in an unknown corner of Africa, 
am constrained to narrate my strange adventures in 
the hope that my friends in the old country, who have 
perchance sorrowed for me as for one long dead, may 
know that I still live and am possessed of the where- 
withal to keep me from starving. And yet I scarcely 
dare hope that this crude epistle will ever reach my 
native land, for only one caravan a year passes hence 
to the West coast, and though the Arab to whom I 
shall entrust the packet is perchance honest and dis- 
creet, still he must pass through vast regions where 
savage slave-dealers rule, who would murder him with- 
out the slightest hesitation if they thought he carried 
anything which might expose their hellish misdeeds 
to the civilized world. 

Ah me! Did my fellow-countrymen but realize 
the terrible bondage under which millions of negroes 
groan they would allow no narrow, carping, nerveless 
policy to restrain them from grappling with the colossal 
iniquity which has turned this earthly paradise into an 
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inferno, and doomed distant posterity to a heritage of 
foul disease, mental paralysis, and moral death. And: 
though civilization has shorn some of ‘the tentacles of 
the octopus of slavery, many still remain, and with 
the head and the heart are buried deep in the vitals of 
unhappy Africa. 

Why should remorseless fate turn this most beautiful 
of continents into a charndl-house? No primeval 
curse rests upon it; nay, on the contrary, Nature has 
with lavish hand showered her richest blessings on it. 
The slightest labour suffices to bring forth plenty. Its 
great mountain ranges are rich in precious metals, and _ 
so varied in temperature as to form small ideal colonies 
for Europeans ; its rivers are wide, deep, constant, and 
navigable; its great lakes are vast inland seag; its 
plains wonderfully fertile and of limitless extent; its 
mighty forests stocked with the most valuable timber 
and the most nourishing fruits ; and its game of end- 
less variety and wealth. Nay, is not this Africa the 
home of magic and the land of Ophir, whence the 
Queen of Sheba brought her wondrous treasures to 
Solomon ; the land of the ancient Pharaohs, of the 
fierce Saracens, of the terrible Sahara, and the mystical 
Mountains of the Moon; the land of fabled dwarfs, of 
hoary superstitions going back to the days when the 
earth was young, of mysterious Timbucto, and of 
countless marvels found nowhere else upon the globe? 

But for the pleasures of memory the exile would 
die of despair. As I sit under the shade of a great 
banyan tree, with several broad sheets of banana paper 
before me, a gourd of indigo for ink, and a sharp- 
pointed porcupine quill, a vision of that dear lake-land 
I love so well rises like a vision of heaven. Once more 
I see its green hills, with the zigzag walls standing 
out like black pencil-lines, and the sheep showing like 
small white stones. Then I stand by the side of 
the rippling lake where every phase of the changing | 
sky is mirrored, like hope and passion on the face of 
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a waiting lover, and listen to the lapping waves, now 
sounding like the notes of a mellow flute and anon 
like the moan ¢f a suffering multitude. A play of the 
fancy and I tickle for trout in the mountain beck, roam 
the fells after the panting fox-hounds, reflectively cast 
stones into the black awesome tarn, or struggle with 
a hungry pike in the shallows of the lake. 

Another trip of the fickle jade memory and I return 
a blithe good-day to the labouring man and his busy 
keen-eyed wife as they stand in front of their neat 
white cottage, while the bashful children peep from 
behind their mother’s skirts, or I betake me to the 
sheltering, rustling, sweet-scented, melody-whispering 
woods, with their carpets of moss and bracken and 
dingles of blue-bells, violets, and primroses, where 
the linnet, the thrush, and the noisy bubbling black- 
bird compete in a glad refrain. 

Then as I look up at the steel-blue African sky, 
where the unblinking sun flames like a cruel furnace, I 
sigh for the glorious Westmoreland sunsets where the 
massed clouds became fiery castles, with frowning 
battlements, fantastic spires, cathedral columns, 
rugged mountain crests, or aérial armies marching to 
war. QOh, for a cooling breath of the mountain 
breeze, a draught from the spring as it bubbles amid 
the crags, or a crisp hail from the lips of the sharp- 
witted dalesmen. 

Yes, the rose-leaves of memory retain their 
fragrance long after the thorns amid which they 
grew have been forgotten. y) 

But the grim and gnawing present elbows the 
pleasant past in a churlish fashion, and shows a 
mass of neat wattled huts with contented blacks 
lolling on the yellow sun-burnt sward, merry, naked, 
ill-shaped children shouting lustily, and comely women 
lazily performing their duties, though some silent, 
over-fed vultures blinking on the sides of the white, 
flat-roofed houses wherein the Arabs live,—near the 
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orange-groves somewhat to the right there,—remind 
one that evil ever thrusts its unwelcome presence 
into the abode of contentment. ° 

Like the great majority of Westmoreland lads I 
was sent into a large town to fight my way. Tall, 
strong, broad -shouldered, and intelligent, I com- 
menced the struggle with high hopes and determin- 
ation. Thanks to the inflféence of a rich uncle, I 
entered the offices of Messrs. Pattison Brothers, a 
Liverpool firm engaged in the African trade, and 
who, though extremely strict in all matters of busi- 
ness, were invariably kind and considerate to their 
employees. 

Fond of games and martial exercises, overflowing 
with animal spirits, and as tender-hearted as a love-. 
sick maiden, I learned to box and fence, to throw 
heavy weights, to shoot with the best of my com- 
panions, to handle a bayonet, to play passably well 
on two or three musical instruments, and, oh, inevit- 
able youthful folly, to fall in love with every pretty 
face I saw. 

Then, as became a trustful youth, I had my bosom 
friend in the person of Angus Campbell, a Scotch- 
man, who believed that his countrymen were the finest 
race on earth, and who also solemnly averred that 
Gaelic was the only language spoken in theeGarden 
of Eden. A musician of some merit, he must needs 
tedch me the pipes as well as to dance the steps of 
that warlike race. 

But, alas! death flouts alike the bagpipes and the 
violin. An attack of fever carried my trusty friend off, 
but not before he had bequeathed me his pipes as well 
as recipes for making haggis and whisky. Then after 
solemnly abjuring me to always remember that “a 
braw Heeland laddie had tauchet ye,” he turned his 
face to the wall and died. 

Shortly after my twenty-third birthday the heads 
of the firm called me into their room, and after paying 
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me sundry compliments, said that their agent at Kar- 
toum having expired suddenly, they offered me the 
vacancy. As my mother had died the previous year, 
and there were no especial ties binding me to England, 
I readily accepted the offer. 

When I reached Kartoum early in 1880 I found 
Messrs. Pattison’s affairs in the greatest confusion, 
but after several months’ close attention I got every- 
thing well in hand and looked hopefully forward to 
some good hunting adventures up the Nile. But, 
alas ! how soon were my airy castles dispelled ! 

Though more than a dozen years have sped since 
I last saw the white walls and stately palaces of 
Kartoum glittering in the sun, I still shrink at the 
recollection of the terrible iniquity of the place. 
Truth, honour, gentleness, uprightness, were all sup- 
planted by unblushing falsehood, deliberate cheating, 
gross immorality, degraded brutality, and snivelling 
hypocrisy. Lisping children, equally with old men 
on the verge of the grave, lied with their hands upon 
the Koran—in fact, children lied from example, youth 
for pleasure, manhood for business, and old age from 
habit. Wealthy citizens divorced their wives several 
times a year, slaves were cruelly beaten from a love 
of inflicting pain, and slavery was openly carried on, 
though tle Egyptian officials had been ostensibly sent 
by their Government to suppress it. And yet the 
name of God was ever upon their lips, and they per- 
formed their prayers solemnly five times a day. 
Truly this degraded people debased the Moham- 
medan religion just as they would have dragged 
Christianity to the gutter! 

Unfortunately, trade went from bad to worse. 
Instead of the steady flow of ivory, gum, feathers, 
and furs which I had been led to expect, consign- 
ments only came at rare intervals, and the traders 
Who brought them gave the gloomiest account of the 
unsettled state of the interior. It seems that the 
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slave-dealers, rendered desperate by the crushing 
blows which Baker, Gordon, and Gessi had dealt 
them, and unable, despite the connivance of the 
authorities at Kartoum, to bring their unhappy 
slaves down the White Nile, had long been ready for 
open rebellion, and only awaited a fitting tool and a 
favourable opportunity. 

Both came sooner than expected. 

By a stroke of rare good fortune they brought 
fanaticism to their aid, and by pushing forward 
Mohammed Achmed, the so-called Mahdi, they 
obtained a hold on the people. 

Born at Dongola—the Nazareth of the Arabs—in 
1840, of exceedingly poor parents, who died when he 
was very young, he was adopted by a merchant, who 
sent him toa priest at Berber to complete his religious 
education. On attaining manhood he devoted himself 
to prayer and fasting, and thus gradually obtained the 
title of a Mohammedan saint. When about thirty 
years of age he took up his residence on the igland 
of Abbas, about one hundred miles above Kartoum. 
Digging himself a cave in the mud-bank he exclusively 
devoted himself to his religious duties, his two brothers 
meanwhile maintaining him by boat-building. At last 
he was grossly insulted by the head of his religious 
order, but showed such independence as to*rouse the 
admiration of the savage races by whom he was sur- 
rounded, and disciples flocked to him from all parts 
of the country, none being more noisy or devoted 
than.a number of crafty slave-dealers. 

Alas! when fanaticism becomes the tool of knaves, 
then are the gates of hell unfastened. 

Loose-tongued rumour soon spread strange stories 
of the new saint’s miracles, and the ignorant tribesmen 
of Kordofan and Darfur readily accepted the an- 
nouncements that this was the long-expected Mahdi, 
who had been sent to free them from the ills of this 
life and throw wide the gates of Paradise. 
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Unfortunately, Raaf Pacha, the Governor-General 
of the Soudan, following the procrastinating policy 
of the Turks and Egyptians, made little effort to 
capture the pretender until the latter had gathered a 
considerable body of adherents. Then the dilatory 
pacha sent several detachments against the new 
prophet, but all were crushed, the climax being 
reached when an Egyptian army of four thousand 
men was destroyed amid the mountains of Southern 
Kordofan. By this victory the Mahdi secured un- 
disputed possession of the two great provinces of 
Kordofan and Darfur. 

Roused at length to a supreme effort, during the 
early months of 1883 the Egyptian Government 
concentrated a great army at Kartoum, and appointed 
a numbtr of British and German officers to the chief 
positions. 

Convinced that this expedition would crush the 

Mahdi, and desirous of securing the considerable 
stores of ivory, gum, and feathers which had been 
storéd in El Obeid and El Fashed, I obtained per- 
mission from the British consul to accompany the 
army. 
Still, though business was slack at Kartoum, life 
was by no means monotonous. The few Europeans 
were exceedingly good company, and the Egyptian 
officials always endeavoured to make themselves 
agreeable; indeed they were so solicitous for my 
comfort as to often urge me to select a few wives 
from the superabundant female population of the 
city. | 

And yet, though the women troubled me but little, 
one resolved I should marry her, and thereby caused 
me endless confusion. The sister of a powerful slave- 
dealer, neither her age, complexion, nor reputation 
could bear the slightest examination. Over fifty 
years old, with a skin black, lustreless, wrinkled, and 
scaly; blear-eyed; all but toothless, as round as a 


20 THE GREAT MAGICIAN 


barrel and as deaf as a post; her voice like a cracked 
bassoon, her hair grey and scraggy, and with pre- 
posterously large hands and feet, she had neverthe- 
less by means of her great wealth induced a dozen 
men to marty her, and then so tormented them that 
they were only too glad to agree to her suggestions 
for a divorce. 

Now the amorous Zara was one of the richest in- 
dividuals in Kartoum, and with the audacity of rich 
but ignorant people she imagined that she had only 
to ask and have. Thus in an evil moment her eyes 
fell on me, and resolving that I must willy nilly be 
her next husband she immediately arranged the 
marriage. Then she sent an old go-between to me, 
but the marriage-monger left much more quickly 
than he entered. ° 

This rebuff, however, only stimulated the veteran hus- 
band-hunter. By diligently spreading the rumour that 
I was about to marry her she put me to the greatest 
confusion, for the Europeans joked and the natives 
serenaded me. She also paid me ceremonious Visits, 
and though I gave my servants the strictest orders 
not to admit her, she bribed them and thus penetrated 
into every chamber. When I barred the door myself, 
she would calmly sit before it for hours in the street, 
whereupon the Mohammedans agreed in desouncing 
me as a cruel monster. If I attended a public cere- 
mony she would scramble forward, and despite my 
protests and resistance throw her arms around me 
and loudly proclaim that I was her husband. Once 
while I was watching the troops going through some 
manoeuvres she hunted me up, and with a whoop like 
a river-stedmer publicly embraced me, to my infinite 
disgust and annoyance, but to the noisy delight of 
the soldiers and spectators. 

Still finding me obdurate she sought to tempt me 
with her immense wealth, for which purpose she, 
paraded a hundred richly-caparisoned, heavily-laden 
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camels for hours in the street where I resided, while 
a loud-voiced slave proclaimed that all these riches 
belonged to Zara the intended wife of Yuseef the 
Ingleese—this being the name by which I was known 
to the natives. | 

But the traps laid by the crafty sometimes catch 
those who set them. It was so with Zara. Thoroughly 
roused by this outrageeus proceeding I resolved to 
rid myself of the wretched woman. And yet I should 
have utterly failed but for the enthusiastic help of 
Jean Roden, a dapper little Frenchman, who was as 
true as steel, as merry as a cricket, and as full of 
ingenious devices as an egg is of meat. 

Now there lived in Kartoum a Greek mountaineer 
named Giuseppe Corono, drill-instructor to one of 
the Egyptian regiments, and an exceedingly able 
swordsman. Though noisy in his cups, he was so 
great a favourite with the women as to be always 
engaged in some intrigue. About my own height 
and build, he was some ten years my senior. Like 
mst men too fond of drink, he was always short of 
money, and frequently declared that he would sell his 
soul for a few hundred piastres. This was the man 
we wanted. When sounded he expressed his enthu- 
Siastic readiness to assist us in getting rid of the witch. 

The,services of an old mullah, who was also pre- 
pared to do anything for money, having been retained, 
we waited until the following night, when we knew 
that Zara would pay me another visit. When she 
shambled up to the door as usual and handed my 
servant the accustomed bribe, the rascal informed 
her that I was unwell and confined to my bed. Ah! 
Now was her opportunity. Thrusting her silver pieces 
into the hands of the waiting servants she at length 
managed to penetrate my chamber, where in the 
dim light she saw me closely muffled up, and with a 
doctor and a couple of attendants at my bedside. 
Bending over the well-swathed figure she croaked— 
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“Oh, Yuseef, my well-beloved, pearl of my soul. 
Thou art ill. Allah hath now surely melted thy heart 
to love me. Say, O treasured one, that thou wilt 
marry me, and thy sickness will vanish like smoke.” 

A heavy sigh being the only response to this im- 
passioned appeal, she continued— 

“Thou knowest, O lord of my life, that I love thee, 
and will lay all my possessions at thy feet. Lo, I 
will swear it on the Koran ere I marry thee.” 

Then Giuseppe said—for he was the shamming 
sick man, while I was hidden behind some curtains 
in the corner of the room—and it seemed to me that 
he responded with undue haste and a heartiness 
altogether at variance with the character he was 
assuming— 

“Surely Allah is punishing me, O glory ef the 
harem. It shall be even as thousayest. But my eyes 
are painful and cannot bear the light.” 

Overjoyed at this answer and determined to strike 
ere the penitent had time to change his mind, the old 
crone sent one of the servants for a mullah, and f6r- 
tunately one was passing the house at that moment. 
Happily in her excitement she did not notice this 
coincidence as well as many other little circumstances 
which would have aroused the suspicions of a sharp- 
witted woman. . 

The marriage ceremony was soon performed to 
every one’s satisfaction, but especially to mine. When 
the sick man was raised the light was turned still 
lower on the plea of the pain in his eyes, and as his 
head was thickly bandaged there was very little chance 
of the purblind old woman discovering the fraud. 
After uttering the words “I give myself to thee,” she 
threw her arms around her new husband’s neck and 
all but smothered him with caresses. Ugh! Howl 
shuddered as I heard the old vixen blubber with 
delight. 

While the priest and the servants were crying 
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“Bless ye the Prophet!” and “ Assistance from God 
and a speedy victory!” the sick man announced that 
he had improved sufficiently to accompany his bride to 
her home, a decision which occasioned her the liveliest 
joy. A few minutes later and he emerged dressed 
in one of my suits and grasping Zara’s arm. The 
party proceeded down the street, accompanied by a 
numerous company of elaves and neighbours who 
made night hideous with their clamour, while Jean 
and I, carefully disguised, followed in order to witness 
the dénouement. 

On the company approaching Zara’s house they 
were met by a number of slaves with torches and 
music. As the light fell full upon Giuseppe, Zara 
chanced to look at him in doting admiration, and then 

' stopped suddenly, overcome with surprise and horror. 
In the flaring light her face turned to ashy grey, her 
lower jaw fell and left her toothless gums exposed’; 
her little eyes appeared to be starting from her head ; 
the grizzled hair on her forehead stood up, her hands 
worked convulsively, and her body seemed to expand. 

I can still recall the profound joy of that moment. 
It more than compensated me for all my persecution 
and humiliation. 

But the old woman’s consternation soon gave place 
to franti¢ rage. Screaming like a lioness robbed of 
her young, she threw herself upon the bold Greek and 
energetically clawed his face with her nails and 
worried him with her toothless gums. The liquor- 
loving Giuseppe, however, was a man of vast and 
varied experience, who had tamed more than one 
shrew, and well knew how to keep a harem in order. 
Enraged at the scars upon his face and the laughter 
of the onlookers, he seized a stick from a neighbouring 
slave and began to belabour the furious lady to such 
purpose that within a few minutes she was grovelling 

eat his feet and begging for mercy. 

Thus the old vixen, after terrorizing men for nearly 
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forty years, at last found her master. From that day 
she became the most obedient of slaves. Henceforth 
she followed the bibulous drill-instructor like a faith- 
ful dog, and saw him dissipate her fortune without a 
murmur. Then when he marched with the army she 
dutifully accompanied him. 

And yet how marvellously strange are the contra- 
dictions of the female he@&rt. This episode made 
Giuseppe the most admired man in Kartoum, and 
there was not a native single woman in the country 
but would have leapt for joy at the prospect of becom- 
ing an inmate of his harem, while love-messages were 
sent him by the dozen 

Yet danger and death ever follow close upon the 
heels of love and pleasure. 

A couple of months after this dramatic incident I 
was proceeding down one of the narrow dirty streets 
in the lower quarters of the city when an incident 
occurred which nearly terminated my career. 

Three little naked black children were playing in 
one of the pools of stagnant water left by the over- 
flowing Nile, when one of them accidentally splashed 
some mud on the white robe of a passing Arab. 
Though naturally annoyed, the man did not content 
himself with a sharp admonition, but seizing the little 
fellow, vigorously belaboured him with his ataff, and 
then deliberately kicked the writhing, screaming little 
body into the middle of the roadway. 

It was an act of such wanton brutality that I told 
the man he deserved being treated in a similar manner. 
Without a moment’s hesitation, and with a malignant 
scowl and a bitter curse, he savagely struck at me 
with his stick, but stepping nimbly aside I gave the 
miscreant such a blow between the eyes as sent him 
floundering and gasping into the pool. Scrambling 
to his feet, however, and screaming with rage, he drew 
his knife and rushed at me, but only to find himself, 
once more deposited on the ground. 
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Ere he could resume the attack he was seized by 
the police, and we were straightway taken before the 
cadi, where Iehad no difficulty in proving that the 
Arab was the aggressor. He was smartly fined, and 
told that if he offended again he would be imprisoned. 
Though he paid the money quietly enough, he: gave 
me such an evil look as assured me that I had made 
an enemy who would Stand at nothing in order to 
secure his revenge. 

As this man had a most baneful influence upon my 
future I naturally have a vivid remembrance of his 
appearance. 

He was one of the handsomest Arabs I ever met. 
Slightly above middle height, his body was as lithe 
and graceful as that of a leopard. His well-poised 
head was adorned with jet-black wiry hair, his black 
eyes were piercing and watchful, his beard and mous- 
tache black, the delicate nostrils of his aquiline nose 
quivered at the slightest breath of passion, his eye- 
brows were arched, his forehead high and intelligent, 
and his complexion of a medium brown. But these 
good looks were completely overshadowed by an 
expression of malignancy which swept over it at the 
slightest provocation. He reminded me, in fact, of a 
beautiful serpent whose bright skin is but a trap for 
destruetion. 

He gave very little information respecting himself 
to the cadi. He was, he said, a trader, and his name 
was Mahrakee. That was enough for dull-witted 
Egyptian justice, and the man sank back into the 
oblivion from which he had so suddenly emerged. 

Some ten days later I was assailed by a most 
unaccountable feeling of depression, as if some terrible 
blow were impending, and though I endeavoured to 
shake it off, it grew upon me as the night approached. 
It seemed, indeed, as if an evil shadow was ever 
dogging me, and that some powerful will was en- 
deavouring to influence me. In vain I sought to sleep. 
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If I did but doze I was assailed by the most nameless 
fears and awoke in speechless terror. 

Concluding that I should feel much more comfort- 
able if I remained awake, I rose and seated myself in 
an easy chair in a dark corner of the room, for the 
moon was shedding a stream of glorious light into 
the apartment. Here I fell to thinking of my distant 
home and friends. How longel sat thus I know not, 
but I was suddenly aroused to the most acute attention 
by hearing the door creak. Certain that some one 
had entered, I remained perfectly still and motionless, 
determined to watch the thief and seize him at a 
favourable moment. 

Presently a dark figure crossed the moonbeams and 
crept without the slightest noise towards my bed. 

The next few seconds were charged with the most 
intolerable suspense, during which my heart seemed 
to stand still. At last there was a hiss and a thud, 
while the room vibrated with some shock. Ah! The 
intruder, believing that 1 was asleep, had evidently 
thrown himself upon the bed with intent to murdtr 
me. 

The villain must have been intensely surprised when 
he drove his weapon into that empty couch and heard 
my fierce shout as I bounded towards him. Unfor- 
tunately I stumbled over a rug, and though I regained 
my feet a moment later, the pause was enough for my 
assailant. With a loud cry he threw himself through 
the frail window and disappeared. 

Though the most diligent search was made for 
Mahrakee next day, no trace of him could be 
found, but some drops of blood under the broken 
window showed that he had not escaped without 
injury. He had, however, left his dagger buried in 
my bed. On the handle of the murderous weapon 
was the Arabic inscription, “ Revenge and death.” 


CHAPTER II 


LOST IN THE SOUDAN 


THE memory of my last day in Kartoum is like a 
long-remembered glimpse of heaven to a lost angel. 

When the rising sun cast its golden rays over city 
and plain, I ascended the flat-roofed Austrian con- 
sulate and gazed upon a scene of marvellous beauty 
and variety. Immediately below me lay the white, 
square buildings, the scented palm-groves, the delicate 
minarets, the stately mosques, the extensive squares, 
and the great mud ramparts of semi-barbaric Kartoum. 
As the eye wandered further afield, it took in the well- 
cultivated banks of the river with their nodding palms 
and golden dourra fields, and beyond these again the 
great tawny desert stretching away to the distant 
horizon—solemn, silent, and lifeless. Far, far to the 
north, beyond the great lake-like expanse of water 
caused by the junction of the Blue Nile, quick-flowing 
and turbid from the great unknown peaks of Abys- 
sinia, and the White Nile, sluggish, insipid, and green- 
tinted by decaying vegetation from the great Equa- 
torial lakes—lay home, liberty, and _ civilization. 
Emerging like a broadening silver ribbon from the 
heart of the mysterious continent, covered with 
graceful native craft, and reflecting the bright blue of 
the morning sky, the great river moved noiselessly on, 
leaving behind it barbarism, slavery, brutality, and 
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mystery. Fit symbol of human progress through all 
time, is it surprising that the Egyptians of old should 
worship it, or that their descendants td-day regard it 
with the most profound veneration ? 

But my attention was soon drawn from these silent 
and majestic glories to the many-coloured, chattering, 
yelling, laughing crowds thronging the narrow, crooked 
streets of the city. One glance was enough to show 
that scarred, disfigured savage life was thrusting its 
embruited face through this open door of civilization, 
and noisily grinning defiance at culture and morality. 

Here barbaric life gave a glimpse of its varied and 
primitive habits. Jet-black negroes, lean, haggard, 
and whip-scored, rubbed shoulders with the villainous 
slavers who had hunted them down. Haughty Arabs 
from Mecca, despised Jews from the Mediterranean, 
and thick-haired, be-curled Abyssinians, elbowed each 
other and snarled their mutual hatred like hungry 
wolves. Big cannibals from the Montbuto highlands 
looked with longing eyes upon cringing dwarfs frqm 
the Congo forests; and dark, red-bronzed Beggaras, 
of splendid physique, and fearless of death, frowned 
contemptuously upon the lemon-coloured Egyptians. 
Here, too, were tree-worshipping Bedyas, brick-red 
Bongos, white negroes from the upper reaches of the 
Nile, stately Moors from Algeria, phlegmatic Turks, 
dirty, long-haired medicine men from Dar Runga, 
sharp-witted Greeks, along with yelling vendors of 
grease-balls for the hair, native beer, distasteful, flat, 
hard cakes, khol, and charms against witchcraft and 
every evil under the sun. 

Panting, swaying, shouting, cursing, groaning, laugh- 
ing—they fitly portrayed the superstition, low cunning, 
and degraded tastes of races whose religion was based 
upon terror, and whose conception of goodness never 
rose higher than the satisfaction of personal desires. 

Many are elaborately clad and others all but naked. 
Here, for instance, is an Arab sheik, with his wide- 
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striped mantle and black hood, while at his elbow 
there grins a negro, who shows scant deference to the 
claims of civilization, for his wardrobe only consists 
of a slender loin-cloth. One is clad in a primitive 
mantle of rushes, another in the severe black cloth 
coat and tall hat of business Europe; a third glories 
in a leopard-skin mantle, a fourth proudly struts in 
the ragged castaway red-foat of a British soldier, and 
a fourth takes pride in his long, white sack-like robe. 
It is the masquerade of a continent; a panoramic 
shadow of the progress of man from primitive ignor- 
ance to the wider knowledge of possibly sadder 
civilization. | 

But the rattling of drums and the blare of trumpets 
breaks in upon the chattering confusion, making the 
crowd pause, quiver, and then break asunder. A few 
moments later the front ranks of Hicks Pacha’s army’ 
fill the street. It is indeed a great occasion and fully 
justifies the eagerness of the populace, for this well- 
organized force is on its march to Kordofan, there 
to oe the False Prophet from the face of the 
earth. 

The dress and accoutrements of the vanguard might 
well fill an European with amazement. The first de- 
tachment of a hundred men were attired in time- 
honoured, well-polished, though battered armour, 
which had once covered the breast or head of some 
luckless crusader from sunny France or fertile Eng- 
land, who had met his death from the scimitar or 
battle-axe of the fierce Saracen, and whose armour 
had been passed down from father to son for seven 
or eight centuries, | 

Then came several battalions of Egyptian infantry, 
some strong batteries of artillery, with six Nordenfeldts, 
four Krupp cannon, and ten mountain guns, the rear 
being brought up by three regiments of cavalry and 
efive thousand camels. 

Hanging on the rear of the army like troops of 


30 THE GREAT MAGICIAN 


wolves was a great and turbulent camp-following, 
bent on pillage, and impossible to restrain or dismiss. 

Of the eleven thousand men composing the expe- 
dition only sixteen were Europeans. They were, 
however, all soldiers of proved courage and ability, 
from General Hicks, who had won his laurels in 
India, to Sergeant Brady, his bluff and sharp-witted 
orderly. 

Though the Egyptian soldiers were fine, sturdy 
fellows, and presented an imposing appearance as 
they swept past, their sullen faces and lowered heads 
showed that they did not take kindly to the grim 
game of war; and no wonder. Torn from their 
shadoofs and wretched huts on the banks of the Nile, 
where the scourge of the tax-gatherers, the groans of 
their wretched parents, and the cravings of hunger 
had haunted them from the cradle to manhood, 
what was patriotism to them but grinding oppression, 
or glory but a hollow mockery? Many had been at 
Tel-el-Keber and at Metammah, and had seen enqugh 
fighting there to last them a lifetime. 

Each man was armed with a new Remington, and 
was attired in white cotton coat and trousers, canvas 
sandals and red fez, while a great-coat' was strapped 
to his knapsack, for though the Kordofan desert is 
only four hundred miles from the Equator, the nights 
are often piercingly cold. 

We proceeded by easy marches to the island of 
Deum, one hundred and twenty miles up the White 
Nile, and after a couple of days’ rest, turned our backs 
upon the great river and plunged into those unknown 
wilds with light hearts, little dreaming of privation, 
disaster, or death. 

For three days all went well. The Mahdists, 
sobered by their great defeat at Deum the previous 
month, did not molest us ; indeed, we saw nothing of 
them save a few scouts who kept at a safe distances 
Soon after leaving the wretched village of Shatt, 
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however, we found them in greater numbers, though 
they contented themselves by cutting off our stragglers 
and harassing us every night. Nor could our cavalry 
afford us any protection, for the thick grass, from ten 
to twelve feet high, not only impeded the movements 
of the horses, but prevented the men seeing more 
than a few yards. 

Though these desultory attacks would have had no 
effect upon seasoned troops, to the Egyptian conscripts, 


with no patriotism or self-reliance, they were demoral- 


izing and dangerous. If a shot rang out in the dead 
of night they sprang to their feet shouting with terror, 
or at acry of alarm during the daytime they huddled 
together like a flock of frightened sheep, and only fell 
into line again under the blows of their officers. 

Such troops could not of course maintain communi- 
cations with Deum. Any strong detachment left to 
guard a well-fortified post would soon have been cut 
to pieces and the army necessarily left all the weaker, 
hence an impenetrable curtain was drawn between us 
and civilized humanity. Within a fortnight we found 
ourselves on the horns of a terrible dilemma. To 
advance meant thirst, hunger, heavy losses, and 
possible destruction, while retreat would entail certain 
loss and ineffable disgrace. 

Even,kindly Nature, so prolific of her gifts in the 
greater part of Africa, appeared to be leagued 
against us. In a region of greater extent than 
England we only found one hill fifty feet high, from 
the summit of which nothing but monotonous plains 
of yellow grass, with here and there a small thicket 
of prickly shrub, met the eye. No carol of feathered 
songsters charmed the ear, no hum of awakening 
insect life greeted the rising sun, no fleet-footed or 
burrowing animal nestled amid the thick grass, while 
occasional skeletons of men and camels warned all 
who penetrated these dreadful wilds how heavy a 
penalty adventurous man paid to death. 
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At rare intervals we found a river-bed, for the heavy 
rains of Julyand August are speedily absorbed by the 
porous soil,and man must needs dig deep wells ere he 
can assuage his thirst. Indeed, so scarce is this most 
precious fluid that the native cattle are trained to 
exist for a week at a time without it. Compelled at 
every halt to sink wells ten and twelve feet deep, we 
never found enough water te satisfy all our wants, and 
even that was muddy and of an acrid taste. 

The wretched straw villages of the few inhabitants 
were deserted, the crops ungathered, the cattle driven 
off,and the people vanished as if a pestilence had swept 
the land. Our only tangible enemy was the vast, 
grim, repellent wilderness, whose awful solitude was 
more terrifying than the fiercest war-cries. 

Well might the merry laugh die out, the regimental 
clowns become croaking Jeremiahs, and deepening 
despair sit heavily on the souls of all. Silent vultures 
hovered around us like evil shadows; a fierce, relent- 
less, and invisible enemy hung on our flanks, and 
mercilessly cut down the laggards ; a pitiless, fleckless 
sun scorched us by day, biting blasts chilled us during 
the sleepless nights, and greedy, savage, murderous 
camp-followers caused us as much anxiety as did the 
enemy. 

Want of water, and the coarse green grass en which 
the animals were forced to feed, killed nearly all the 
horses, whilst carelessness, mismanagement,and wanton 
cruelty swept scores of camels off, leaving a double 
burden to be carried by the remainder. We were in- 
deed more like a mass of broken fugitives retreating 
before a victorious enemy than an army whose un- 
fleshed sword was seeking the foe. 

But when folly and incompetence join hands with 
misfortune, how can even the best of armies hope to 
escape? We were, alas! cursed by an Egyptian officer 
of high rank in the person of Ala-ed-din Pacha, | 
Governor-Genéral of the Soudan. A fanatical Mus- 


LOST IN THE SOUDAN 33 


sulman of the old school, utterly ignorant of military 
affairs, stupid and vain, ignorant and cowardly, he 
‘caused endless delays by his doubts and fears. It 
was, unfortunately, impossible to defy or ignore him, 
for he was supported by the Egyptian officers and 
soldiers, and how could sixteen Europeans overawe 
eleven thousand Mohammedian fanatics? 

What so natural as that General Hicks should be 
driven to the point of distraction? Quarrels were fre- 
quent between the two men; indeed to such lengths 
were the obstinate tactics of the Governor-General 
carried that on at least two occasions the worried 
General threw down his sword and resigned. Had 
he persisted in this resolve he would probably have 
saved the greater part of the army, but unfortunately 
he allowed himself to be persuaded to resume the 
command by the frightened Governor, who with all 
the chicanery of the demoralized Turk recommenced 
his dilatory and provoking tactics. 

Many a night did I sit and share a bottle of wine 
with the two brave war correspondents, O’Donovan 
and Vizitelly. It is a sacred duty to do justice to the 
dead. Let me therefore say emphatically that had 
Hicks Pacha been allowed a free hand, and been un- 
hampered py the stupid Governor, I am convinced he 
would have crushed the Mahdi, and have brought the 
greater part of his army back to Kartoum. 

“What do you fellows think of the guides?” asked 
one of my friends one night. 

Somewhat surprised, we responded that we had 
seen nothing about them to attract special attention, 
though as they were natives of this part of the world 
they were probably not to be trusted. I had, however, 
a feeling of having seen one of them somewhere, but 
for the life of me I could not remember. 

“Ah, well, I only hope that I am mistaken,” our 
cémrade responded. “But if they’re not a pair of 
thorough rascals, then I’m a Dutchman. I distrust 
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the suave manner, handsome face, and restless eyes 
of the one perhaps more than I do the coarse brutality 
of the other.” | 

Poor fellow! His judgment was right, for when 
too late we found that these men were really Mahdist 
spies who had managed, God knows how, but possibly 
by bribery, to secure theif selection as guides for the 
expedition. Thoroughly acquainted with the country, 
they performed their evil task only too well, for they 
conducted us by the most difficult routes, and invari- 
ably selected camping-grounds where water was all 
but impossible to get. Thus we spent a month in 
traversing a country which the victorious army of 
Mehemet Ali had crossed in nine days. 

October was drawing to a close when we encamped 
for a couple of days at Rehab, a deserted village on 
the banks of the river Khor, whose waters are entirely 
absorbed by the sands a couple of miles further down 
its course. Here an ominous incident occurred which 
filled us all with the gloomiest forebodings. Gustav 
Kloots, the German servant of Mr. O’Donovan, a 
trained Prussian soldier, but nevertheless a dastard 
and a coward, deserted to the Mahdi. Fancy our 
miserable plight when an experienced soldier could 
desert to so ruthless and treacherous an enemy as 
the Soudanese. Long afterwards I found that after 
many exceedingly narrow escapes Kloots was brought 
before the Mahdi. Grovelling at the latter’s feet, he 
wept and screamed for mercy, to the great disgust of 
the brave Arabs. His miserable life having been 
granted, he gave such a truthful account of our 
wretched plight, our disunion, our strength and 
disposition, as to prompt the enemy to make an 
immediate attack. 

The circulation of letters from the Mahdi amongst 
the Egyptian soldiers was the first indication of tes 
treachery. Did they not know, he asked in bombastic 
language, that God was fighting for him, and that 
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their bullets were harmless against the divinely 
protected Faithful fighting for him? In the name 
of God, those who fought against the sacred Mahdi 
would be assuredly slain, and their souls plunged 
into the unspeakable horror of the lowest hell re- 
served for Jews and Christians. Naturally, all this 
spread the greatest terror amongst the Khedive’s 
craven soldiers, 

After camping a day at Atoba, where we had to 
dig wells seventy-five and a hundred feet deep in 
order to obtain the scantiest supply of water, we 
crawled forward until the well-wooded heights of 
Kashgeil greeted our despairing eyes. How joy- 
ously we hastened forward to obtain the food and 
water we felt assured abounded here! But, alas! the 
woods were as delusive as everything else in this 
wretched country. The rocky river-beds were dry, 
and the pools left by the great rains had been drained 
by the enemy. No refreshing fruit adorned the trees, 
and no tender grass or life-giving plant sprang from 
the arid ground. Is it surprising that to our despair- 
ing eyes Nature should appear to have assumed a 
malignant guise and to be mocking us by covering 
the shaft of death with forms of beauty, life, and 
hope ? 

That night my career was nearly cut short, for 
while I “was sitting with the two correspondents 
gloomily discussing the situation, a shot grazed my 
temple, cutting away a lock of hair, but doing no 
further damage. Convinced that the bullet came 
from our own ranks, we all looked sharply round, 
and saw a muffled figure hurrying away with all 
speed. Though we failed to find the culprit that 
night, next morning an event occurred which threw 
considerable light on the incident. During the dark- 
ness the treacherous guides had made their escape, 

_ and close inquiries revealed the fact that one of them 
ghad fired the shot which came so near killing me. 
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Who could the man be, and why should he bear me 
such enmity? Was it Mahrakee? Yes. 

The rising sun showed us that the hills and forests 
with which we were surrounded were swarming with 
fierce-looking Arabs armed with rifles once the pro- 
perty of Egyptian soldiers massacred at El] Obeid, El 
Fashed, and other forts in the Soudan. 

Realizing that he ha@ been trapped, General 
Hicks immediately gave the order for retreat into 
the open country where his guns could have full play 
and the enemy be compelled to show himself; but, 
alas! treachery had reserved its most fatal dart for 
this moment. Good heavens! The mouth of the 
defile by which we had entered the little valley was 
blocked by thousands of rascally camp-followers, who 
now openly avowed their sympathy with the enemy 
by exultant yells and by pouring ina galling fire upon 
the dismayed troops. 

But the British General was not the man to be so 
easily daunted. Selecting a piece of rising ground, 
he had the thick grass and underwood cleared, and 
then formed the troops into a great hollow square, 
with the guns at the corners and the camels and 
horses in the middle. Then he made a short, stirring 
speech, ordered the bands to strike up, and waited 
for the inevitable attack. 

But the Mahdists having trapped the liof had no 
wish to come within reach of his claws. Assured that 
their great ally, Thirst, would give them the victory, 
they secreted themselves in the thick forest and 
behind rocks, and kept up a constant fire upon the 
living target. 

Ah! how terrible it was to stand there for hours 
and to see men falling on every side, some dropping 
like logs, and others screaming in the most fearful 
agony. Being my first battle, like most men I felt 
an overpowering impulse to run away or to hide, but 
a few cheering words from the correspondents, alongy 
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‘with the consciousness that escape was impossible, 


4 


nerved me to overcome my fears. My weapons 
were certainly sufficient to have satisfied the most fire- 
eating warrior, for in addition to a trusty Winchester, 
I had a couple of revolvers and a sabre. Having 
overcome my nervous fears, and being a pretty fair 
shot, I succeeded in bringing a number of Arabs 
down. 

Later in the day the Mahdists, becoming impatient 
at our resistance, gathered in a great mass in our 
front and attempted to rush the square. Emerging 
from the thick grass fringing the forest they came 
boldly on with poised spears, tossing banners, waving 
swords, and threatening clubs, their blood -curdling 
yells making the soldiers quiver and droop like a 
willow thicket under a fierce storm, while their 
splendid physique and marvellous courage roused 
the admiration of the Europeans who had seen the- 
noblest armies of the civilized world. But their mad 
enthusiasm and unsurpassed bravery availed them 
little, for the leaden hail swept them aside like chaff, 
until the dismayed and scattered remnant fell back to 
the sheltering forest, where ney resumed their galling 
fire. 

Thrice they attempted to break the square, but in 
vain. Amy other troops would have retired broken 
and depressed, but nothing could daunt these wild 
children of the desert, to whom death in battle was 
an envied portion, inasmuch as it was the open sesame 
into Paradise. 

During the lulls between each charge how strangely 
did fanaticism masquerade with death! Here, for 
instance, is a tall dervish, his shaven head shining 
under the glowing sun, his ragged, scanty robe tossing 
to and fro, his face aglow with religious fervour, and 
who, with glaring eyes, snarling teeth, and proud 
bearing, walks fearlessly forward, steps over the dead 
and dying as though they were broken branches, right 
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up to the fringe of bayonets and the muzzles of the 
loaded cannon, meanwhile chanting the impressive 
Mohammedan funeral service. As the roar of battle 
lulled, his voice rose— 

“Allah! There is no strength nor power nor wisdom 
but in Allah! To Him we belong, and to Him we 
must return. Allah, have mercy on me! O, Ever- 
lasting, receive me into Parddise !” 

As the melancholy chant died away, there is borne 
on the stifling air a full responsive murmur of— 

“Alas for him! Alas for him!” 

Undeterred by the warning cries of the officers, and 
brandishing only a short cane, for he has a sublime 
confidence in the promise of the Mahdi that the bullets 
and weapons of the infidel shall be powerless against 
the bodies of the Faithful, the poor wretch stalks for- 
ward until his hand is stretched to pluck the wavering 
bayonets, when there is a sharp word of command, 
followed by a loud report, and the prostrate, motion- 
less body of the dervish tells that his soul has gone 
to seek the delectable joys of Paradise which have 
been so lavishly promised by the False Prophet. A 
hundred times is this repeated, but it is so like murder 
that we turn sick and shudder as we shoot the mad- 
men down. 

Such exhibitions had naturally enough the most 
profound effect upon the Egyptian soldiers, and it 
required all the influence of the European officers to 
prevent them throwing down their arms and passively 
surrendering to death. 

If heroic examples could have roused these cravens 
to brave deeds we should assuredly have defeated the 
enemy and have won deliverance, for both British and 
German officers were prolific in valour. Though they 
all knew that death was steadily drawing his coils 
around the doomed army, their voices were as calm 
and their bearing as firm as though they were drilling 
the troops in the great square of Kartoum. \ 
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The marvellous exploits of Colonel Farquhar as- 
tonished even the bravest of the Mahdists. Raging 
like an angry lion, the old Coldstream Guardsman 
darted hither and thither, wherever the fighting was 
most severe, always leaving a number of dead and 
wounded Arabs behind him. Ere the fight had well 
begun he plunged into a group of yelling, boastful 
spearmen and scattered them in every direction. Then 
he boldly charged a body of mounted sheiks and cut 
their leader down. Ai little later he rushed from the 
square full at a dozen mounted horsemen, killed two, 
wounded a third, unhorsed a fourth, and made a cut 
at a green-turbaned sheik whom he mistook for the 
Mahdi, but who showed that even in the Soudan the 
old adage, “ Discretion is the better part of valour,” 
holds good, for the man turned his horse and witha 
frightened yell spurred into the forest. As the Colonel 
rode back to the square with four captured horses | 
even the trembling Egyptians were constrained to 
cheer. And yet though the air resounded with 
plaudits, and admiration was written on every face, 
the brave man bore himself with the modesty and 
calmness of an English gentleman. 

Thus we panted and writhed, prayed and suffered 
through the long hours of that fateful November 
Sunday, while the myriad bells of Christendom pro- 
claimed peace and goodwill to men, and the cottagers 
of the dales I love so well sat restfully i in their ingle- 
nooks listening perchance to the sough of the wind, 
the patter of the rain, or the clatter of the swollen 
brook. Well was it for their peace of mind that no 
malicious sprite showed them that sorely beleaguered 
army, three thousand miles away, struggling in the 
meshes of death, their cannon too hot to touch, their 
tongues swollen and black, and their throats cracked 
and parched by the terrible thirst, and who cast their 
despairing eyes up to the pitiless steel-grey sky, as 

$ doomed men will who are being hurried into eternity 
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by murderous and treacherous foes who will give 
no pause for penitence or prayer. 

As the laggard day waned hundreds of dead and 
wounded fringed the square, which now writhed and 
sobbed, palpitated and moaned like some stricken, 
many-headed monster. 

We remained under arms for two hours after mer- 
ciful darkness fell. Then‘our scouts brought the 
cheering news that the enemy had fallen back. But, 
alas! night brought no relief; nay, it rather increased 
our terrors, and we soon longed for the day more 
ardently than we had prayed for darkness. Sleep 
was impossible, for apart from the torments of thirst 
and the anxieties for the morrow, the agonizing cries 
of the wounded, whose sufferings we were unable to 
alleviate, wrung every heart and made the survivors 
groan in despair. 

God protect even mine enemy from the tortures of 
thirst! Strong men writhed in convulsions, and with 
lips black, cracked, and shrivelled, tongues swollen to 
twice their natural size, throats contracted and burn- 
ing, dry lustreless skin, protruding glaring eyes, 
panting furnace-like breath, had their agony intensified 
by visions of limpid streams and refreshing glades. 
Well might Lazarus be moved to pity by the suffer- 
ing of Dives! ‘ 

At length the welcome day dawned, but the fierce 
sun soon made us long for the chilling night air again. 
Alas! why is it that our perceptions are so dulled and 
our instincts so dwarfed that even the dying in their 
unutterable longing for life cannot pierce the thinnest 
veil of matter and grasp the help so often lying in the 
shadow of their hands? It maddens me even now to 
reflect that only a couple of miles from where We were 
suffering the torments of the damned, and on the 
other side of the forest in which our howling enemies 
were sheltering, there glittered, cool, abundant, and 
pure, a great lake of fresh water whence the inhabit- % 
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ants of E] Obeid obtained their supply when the city 
wells were exhausted. But, alas! no merciful angel 
drew us from the field of blood to this stream of life, 
and grim, remorseless, long-drawn-out death worked 
its fell purpose upon us. 

Some consciousness of the evil he had wrought 
dawned upon the obstinate Governor-General, for he 
remained silent, trembli&g with fear in the presence 
of the entire army. Nor did he attempt to defend 
himself at the last dread moment, for he fell under 
the club of a dervish like the passive ox he was. 

At last to our infinite relief the order to advance 
was given, and the army proceeded in square forma- 
tion until it reached the forest, when it was necessarily 
broken up, for the undergrowth was exceedingly 
dense, and we had to cut our way through. To our 
profound surprise, however, we neither saw nor heard 
the slightest sign of the enemy, and all grew sanguine 
as we proceeded step by step into the deeper shade, 
that we should be able to traverse the forest in safety 
and find salvation beyond it. 

Delusive hope, as false as the mirage which had so 
often mocked us. Like a blast of thunder the sombre 
recesses of the great wood resounded with the melan- 
choly thud of the Mahdist war-drum and the hoarse 
booming of the elephant-horns. Then it seemed as 
though the legions of hell had been unchained. From 
behind every tree, from the branches above, the thick 

rass below, the dense underwood around, there sprang 

orth legions of yelling, full-armed, exultant savages— 

fearless, merciless, remorseless. Then as we stood in 

_ horrified surprise they proceeded to cut down the 
Egyptians as though they were spearing sheep. 

Although the Europeans fought with the most 
desperate determination they failed to inspire the 
main body of their men with the slightest courage. 
Thank God, however, a few dozen brave soldiers 

4 gathered round some of their white officers and pre- 
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sented such a dauntless front to the howling savages as 
checked them for a few minutes, but the scythe of death 
soon swept over them and did not leave one alive. 
Nor did those cravens who threw down their arms, 
and falling on their knees begged for mercy, fare any 
better. With bitter taunts and howls of joy they too 
were remorselessly cut down. 

Swish! swish!! swish!!! €The play of the spears 
sounded like the sweep of scythes through ripe corn. 
Every blow meant a departing life. The cry for 
mercy merged into the dying gasp; the curse of hate 
equally with the penitent’s prayer was cut short. 
Alas! when Satan dons the garb of religion then poor 
humanity is dragged into the lowest depths of hell! 

During these dread moments I had been by no 
means idle. After firing my revolvers I gripped my 
sabre and fiercely assailed three dervishes who attacked 
me with their short curved scimitars. Happily, like 
all the Mahdists, they were entirely ignorant of sword 
practice. Possessed by a terrible rage I struck 
savagely at every face within reach, and felt a brutish 
pleasure on seeing the thick red bubbling lines which 
followed every blow. After all civilized man is only 
an educated savage. 

What an eternity of horror can be crammed into a 
minute-long dream! I have a hazy remembrance of 
black, rage-distorted faces grinning at me, of great 
spears beifg prodded at my body, of men with up- 
lifted swords and clubs endeavouring to reach me, of 
wounded men struggling under my feet and gnashing 
their teeth at me, of a babel of yells and screams of 
rage and agony, and of my cutting and slashing with 
a strange mad eagerness, as though the fate of the 
army depended on every blow. And yet one figure 
stood out amid this strange, blurred moving mass, all 
the more impressive because the man, unlike his 
fellows, was strangely silent and never uttered a word 
from first to last. It was that of a white-bearded old | 


LOST IN THE SOUDAN 43 


sheik who wielded a great two-handed sword. Rush- 
ing forward he aimed a blow at me with his huge 
weapon, which would assuredly have cut me in two 
had I not instinctively stepped back. Then before he 
could recover himself, I gave him a cut which stretched 
him lifeless at my feet. The next moment a crashing 
blow fell on my hea and I remembered nothing 
more. 

But death is as variable as a spoiled coquette. 
Instead of passing into the land of shades I opened 
my eyes a few minutes later upon the now waning 
battle. Happily, in falling, my body had forced its 
way through a thick mimosa bush, and though the 
sharp thorns penetrated my flesh like so many 
needles, and the pain in my head was excruciating, I 
was for the time safe, and was probably the sole 
witness of the closing scenes of the historic tragedy. 

Standing under the shade of an enormous banyan 
tree was Hicks Pacha, the last of the fighting Britons. 
A couple of his officers had just been cut down, and 
he was now left single-handed to meet the attacks of 
twenty Mahdist chiefs. Resolved to go to his help 
and to die if possible with him, I was struggling to 
rise when I saw him throw his revolver full in the 
face of a charging warrior, and then gripping his 
sword, spur his noble black horse towards a mounted, 
mail-clad,and green-turbaned sheik who was watching 
the final combat from beneath a neighbouring tree. 
Possibly the doomed General imagined this to be the 
Mahdi, for he made a cut at him which would have 
gone home but for the mail shirt the man wore. 
Quick as thought the brave Briton struck again, and 
this time more successfully. Yet before he could 
turn to meet another of his many enemies a skilfully 
thrown club struck him on the head and unhorsed 
him. The next moment a dozen spears were plunged 
into his body, and his soul had joined the endless 
_ Caravan, 


44 THE GREAT MAGICIAN 


Alas! my struggles to free myself from the accursed 
bush in time to render assistance to my brave country- 
man had been unavailing. As I saw the last of my 
companions fall I sank back with a moan of impotent 
rage and despair. Oh, why had death spared me of 
all that gallant band ? 

Immediately afterwards thore pealed from all parts 
of the forest and the farther plain exultant shouts 
from 140,000 throats. Then as the weird blood-curd- 
ling echoes resounded amid the sombre glades, fully 
a hundred leading sheiks and emirs gathered under 
the great banyan tree, and, passing the dead General’s 
body in single file, each plunged his spear into it so 
that they might all thereafter boast that they had 
assisted to kill the great infidel commander. 

The Mahdi was a silent spectator of this grim 
ceremony. Mounted on a great white camel, with a 
dirty white straw-girdled robe covering his body, a 
green turban adorning his head, and a crafty, self- 
satisfied look upon his black sensual face, he was 

rchance picturing the great Mohammedan Empire 
he would establish, and the varied beauties he would 
obtain for his already well-stocked harem. 

Poor fool! He did not know that death was 
already fingering-his heart-strings, and that ere many 
months his soul, naked, solitary, and besotted, would 
be pursuing its fearsome way—whither ? 


CHAPTER III 
A STRANGE TRANSFORMATION SCENE 


I AWOKE to consciousness with a start and a strange 
feeling of approaching danger. Every sense was alert 
and my nerves tingled with apprehension. I remem- 
bered every incident of the fight, and at once realized 
to the full my dreadful situation. Again and again I 
groaned and asked myself why cruel fate had reserved 
me for tortures and agonies infinitely more dreadful 
than those inflicted by the bullet or the spear, for it 
was evident that within the next few hours the 
Mahdists would capture me, and perchance seek to 
stimulate their fiendish pleasures by the most refined 
cruelty. 

The forest was buried in the most profound dark- 
ness and the tomb-like silence soon became fearfully 
oppressive. Terrible thought—I was the only survivor 
of those 11,000 men who less than a month before 
had marched from Deum in all the pride and strength 
of manhood and the pomp and glory of war. 

During the long hours of unconsciousness my body 
had worked its way through the scrub until it now 
reposed on the ground, but though I thereby escaped 
the torturing thorns, my satisfaction was suddenly 
chilled by discovering that my head was pillowed on 
a dead man’s body, into the mouth of which my 
fingers penetrated as I sought to ascertain my sur- 
foundings, | | 
| 45 
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After an apparent age of suspense and fear my 
acute senses responded to that strange vibration 
which ever pervades the dawn in tropical climes. 
It is the awakening of the vegetable and animal 
kingdom to greet the god of day, when every leaf 
rustles a welcome and each insect sighs its satisfaction 
that darkness, the enemy of life, is about to take 
flight. Awed by the subtle harmony I scarcely ven- 
tured to breathe, but lay there waiting. At last, 
however, I heard a long-drawn far-away cry as though 
some creature was in the greatest distress. Was 
it a wounded man, or some animal in trouble? 
With strained ears and throbbing heart I listened 
intently. 

Yes, there it was again, but this time louder, shriller, 
and more intense in its evident suffering. Regardless 
of the thorns, I struggled to my knees and peered in 
the direction whence the sound proceeded, and pre- 
sently saw a light flitting hither and thither in the 
most unaccountable manner. 

I had, of course, seen the fitful will-o’-the-wisp in 
the marshy hollows ,of Westmoreland, but this light 
was altogether differ@at, for though it burned with a 
steady flame, it would gmain stationary a couple of 
feet above the ground for a short time, then be raised 
and apparently carried forward a short distance, and 
occasionally disappear for a moment as though hidden 
by some obstructing tree. At frequent intervals too 
the strange mournful cry would be repeated, but 
louder each time. 

All this was more than enough to revive the fear- 
some ghost stories of my boyhood. Though apparently 
forgotten they had been treasured in the inner recesses 
of my memory, and now trooped forth as fresh and 
awe-inspiring as on the night I had first heard them. 
Trembling with fear I was too confused to realize 
what has so often struck me forcibly since—that 
if a ghost is sufficiently material to grapple with 4 
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human being it can be battered in return, and its 
temporary casket materially damaged. 

But my superstitious fears were groundless, for as 
the light approached I saw that it was that of a torch 
carried by a tall, substantial-looking, mahogany- 
coloured man, whose long white sack-like robe could 
not altogether hide his athletic figure. As he fre- 
quently paused as if in doubt as to the direction he 
should proceed, and held his torch at various altitudes, 
I had a full view of his face. Though the man 
evidently had negro blood in his veins, his features 
were of a much more refined type than those of the 
half-breeds I had met in Kartoum. The nose was 
straight and delicate, the lips as thin as those of the 
average European, the eyes bright, open, and intelli- 
gent ; the forehead broad and capable, the head well- 
poised and confident, the bearing that of a soldier. 
Altogether, there was that indefinable something about 
the stranger which proclaimed him at once brave and 
humane. 

My attention, however, was soon diverted from the 
man to a more remarkable being accompanying him ; 
in fact it was only by the merest chance that I did 
not cry out in my surprise and ‘admiration. 

This companion was the most wondrously beauti- 
ful girl I had ever seen. Apparently satisfied that 
she was safe from the prying eyes of the world, she 
had cast aside the eternal] veil worn by Mohammedan 
women, and now stood fully revealed in the torch- 
light. About sixteen years of age, she was slightly 
above the middle height, and was withal a model of 
grace and beauty, which her white, gold-embroidered 
robe appeared to enhance. 

Though dark-complexioned, her skin was of no 
deeper tint than that of the generality of Italian 
women. Her eyes were large, black, and brilliant, 
with eyebrows delicately pencilled ; her forehead low, 
broad, and intellectual; her nose as delicate and 
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aquiline as that of a Greek goddess ; her mouth small, 
curved, and lovable, with lips like coral and teeth as 
white as snow; her chin dimpled, her ears small and 
tender as fairy shells, her cheeks full but not too 
rounded, and her jet-black hair clustering round her 
head and shoulders like a gossamer cloud. Then 
just as a brilliant light behind a stained glass window 
emphasizes its glories, so did the pure transparent soul 
illumine the face of this charming girl. It was a face 
of ineffable sweetness, wherein love, purity, and 
gentleness reigned supreme. 

A man only sees such a face once in a lifetime. 
God help him if he falls within its all-potent 
witchery. 

The fear of death, the hope of life, the ghastly 
memories of the battle, and my startled curiosity all 
faded like sombre clouds, and a delicious thrill per- 
vaded me as I looked. Incredible as it may seem, I 
actually fell in love while hovering on the brink of 
death. For the first time in my life my soul had been 
touched by the divine fire of love, and I felt that it 
would indeed be the greatest joy to die while those 
beautiful eyes looked pityingly into mine or that voice 
cooed its sympathy. 

But while I had been consumed by the all-conquer- 
ing passion, the strangers had approached the thicket 
wherein I was concealed. After glancing at the 
thickly-scattered dead the man raised his torch, and 
pulling some of the bushes aside peered into the 
recess, In so doing he suddenly caught my wide- 
open eyes fixed full upon him. For a moment he 
paused as if paralyzed with astonishment, then utter- 
ing a cry of alarm stepped back, picked up a great 
spear, and was about to hurl it at me, when his fair 
ed peien seized his arm, and apparently expostu- 
lated with him, but in a language of which I was 
ignorant. Happily her entreaties were effectual, for 
after a moment's hesitation the man dropped thé 


A STRANGE TRANSFORMATION SCENE 49 


point of his weapon and demanded in excellent 
Arabic— 

“In the name of Allah, the Strengthener of Swords, 
who art thou, O stranger, and what dost thou here?” 

“ By Allah, the Compassionate and Compassioning,” 
I exclaimed in panting accents, “I am the one 
survivor of the eleven thougand men whom the British 
General led from Kartoum. In the name of the All- 
Merciful and Beneficent Allah I crave thy help.” 

“Bismillah! Art thou armed, infidel?” he ex- 
claimed, as he pushed the bushes cautiously aside and 
looked at me somewhat suspiciously. 

“ By the beard of the holy Prophet, I am as defence- 
less as a child.” And I held my hands up. 

“Come forth, then, O accursed one,” he exclaimed, 
as he handed the torch to his companion and pushed 
the bush aside to enable me to craw! out. 

As I stretched myself with a grateful sigh and 
looked down upon him, for I was two or three inches 
taller, I saw that he was regarding me with an admir- 
ing gaze, though I must have appeared a sorry object, 
for my face had been scratched and my clothes 
grievously torn by the cruel thorns. Nor was the 
beautiful girl a whit behind in her evident admiration. 
She did not speak, but her glorious eyes glanced 
swiftly over my figure, and then over that of the man 
beside her as though she were mentally contrasting 
us, to my apparent advantage. 

But remorseless time does not sit by the wayside 
for men and maidens to admire each other. Even as 
we paused there came booming on the clear morning 
air the melancholy blast of the elephant-horn. Well 
might I shudder, for was it not the trump of death? 
and life had now become inexpressibly sweet since 
I had seen the beautiful woman before me. My 
rescuers, too, started with fear. Then the man turned 
sharply to the girl and spake in earnest, anxious tones 

though urging her to a course averse to her wishes, 
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for her eyes flashed and she stamped her little foot 
in a masterful manner, meanwhile addressing him in 
an imperative voice. 

For a few seconds he stood with bowed head and 
perplexed face, as though endeavouring to solve some 
problem. ‘Then darting a piercing glance at me he 
exclaimed hurriedly— g 

“Knowest thou not, O stranger, that the Mahdists 
will soon enter the forest to strip the Egyptians and 
to bury their dead? They will assuredly kill thee. 
But one means of escape is open, and that will require 
the greatest endurance. But thou art athirst. Drink.” 

Heavens, how I did enjoy that draught. It was 
like nectar from the gods. As I lowered the leather 
bottle I saw a merry expression in the girl’s eyes. 
Dullard that I was, though I owed my life to her, I 
had not had the wit to acknowledge it. Sinking on 
my knee, however, I took her hand in mine and kissed 
it, and then cried in heart-felt tones— 

“Oh, sweet maiden! thou hast given me strength 
and life,and I can now meet my fate as a man. 
Accept the thanks of one who only longs to live that 
he may show his gratitude to thee, but do not, my 
preservers, endanger yourselves for me, for I would 
rather die than that evil should overtake you.” 

“Nay, O Effendi, thou must not thank me, for I 
have only done what the Prophet—to whom be ever- 
lasting honour—has commanded all the Faithful, shown 
mercy and assisted the suffering,” and her voice 
sounded rich and full. “Alas,” she continued in 
mournful accents, “Tampa and I seek the body of 
our father who was stricken in the battle. Lo, Abu 
Bekr, the Physician, to whom all secrets are open, 
told us we should find the old man, sorely wounded, 
hidden under a thick mimosa bush. Though the 
beard of Selah Mohammed, my father, was white and 
his brow furrowed with care, yet he was brave and 
resolute and could wield a sword with the strongest 
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warriors of the Mahdist’s hosts. Ifa lion barred his 
path he would attack him without hesitation. Hast 
thou, stranger, seen such a man? He carried a two- 
handed sword, but was not so tall as Tampa here.” 

By the living God, the old man whom I had cut 
down was assuredly the father of this beautiful girl. 
Cursed mischance! By What evil fate had I been 
the unwitting instrument to bring so dire a misfortune 
on this fair creature? Surely cynical death had held 
the goblet of life to my lips for a few delightful 
moments and then dashed it aside in mockery. Reel- 
ing back with a sigh of horror, I closed my eyes in 
expectation of Tampa’s great spear being buried in 
my breast. 

But the blow never fell. Opening my eyes in 
surprise I saw with a pang of pain that the fair girl 
was weeping, and that her companion was looking 
anxiously in the direction whence the now noisy 
Mahdist’s war-horns boomed. After casting his eyes 
anxiously around, he fixed them on the great baobab 
tree beneath which Hicks Pacha had fallen, and then 
rushing forward swarmed upits trunk and commenced 
burrowing amid the dry leaves and decaying vegetation 
between the lower branches of the forest giant. 

At last with an exclamation of delight he invited 
me to ascend, and after a lingering glance of love and 
devotion at the maiden, who watched our proceedings 
with the greatest anxiety, ] obeyed. As he pointed 
to a cavity between the forks of the tree he exclaimed— 

“ As thou seest, O infidel, this baobab tree is hollow, 
and if thou wouldst save thy life thou must hide 
therein. When thou hast descended, I will pass thee 
food and water.” 

A moment later I had scrambled through the 
narrow opening and stood inside the tree. 

“ Doubt not, O stranger,” the man said hurriedly, 
oe my thoughts, “ neither Atika, my sister, nor 

will desert thee.” 
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“Nay, protector of the unfortunate,” I responded, 
“TI know well that thou and thy fair companion have 
noble souls, and that having shown mercy you will do 
nought to injure me. But, as thou knowest, fate is 
stronger than man, and a slow horrible death from 
starvation and thirst is certain if you do not return.” 

“As Allah liveth, if I afi in the land of the living 
I will return within three days.” 

“Tt is well, for I know thee to be true,” I cried, for 
there was that ring in his voice which proclaims the 
honest man all the world over. 

After a short pause the voice of Tampa again 
sounded at the opening. 

“Allah preserve thee, O stranger. Here is a 
leathern bottle filled with water, and some food.” 

Though my strange prison was as dark as a dungeon 
and so small that I could only sit with outstretched 
legs, it was still sufficiently porous to allow of ample 
air and also to enable me to hear every movement 
immediately outside. 

A few minutes later a loud exclamation from Tampa 
and a wail from his fair companion told me that they 
had discovered the body they were in search of. 
Poor girl! How her bitter sobs rent my heart, and 
made me feel the most brutal of murderers! But 
thank God, matters were not so bad as I had imagined, 
for after a brief examination Tampa ascertained that 
his father was still alive, and, calling loudly, he soon 
summoned help and had the ‘wounded man removed 
to E] Obeid. 

Every minute of that terrible day was charged with 
suspense and agony, for when the sunlight illumined 
the gloomy recesses of the forest the Mahdists began 
to zealously mutilate the dead bodies of their enemies, 
and also to closely search for any possible survivors, 

The fact, however, that the baobab tree wherein I 
was hidden was the rallying spot for the Mahdist 
leaders no doubt saved it from being searched too 
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minutely, and I was thus an enforced listener to the 
inner councils of the Mahdi and his villainous 
supporters. 

The forest had already been pretty well ransacked 
when loud cries of adoration and the beating of the 
big drums in which the Soudanese delight announced 
the approach of the Falsq Prophet. Taking his seat 
under the tree he appeared to hold a sort of savage 
court, where flattery more fulsome than ever tickled 
the ear of a degraded tyrant and the grossest and 
most sensual conversation was indulged in. 

This man was the most consummate hypocrite I 
ever met. Nay, my gorge rises now as I recall that 
unctuous, self-satisfied, distrustful, cunning voice 
droning out quotations from the Koran and exhort- 
ing his hearers to the practice of virtues and self- 
sacrifice of which his voice told me plainly he was 
incapable. ; 

“Did I not promise you, O favoured of the Prophet,” 
the impostor whined as his admirers gathered in a 
dense crowd around the tree, “that Allah would send 
forty thousand angels to overthrow the infidel? And 
lo, has not the Everlasting done it? Behold, during 
these last three days I saw an innumerable company 
of angels hovering over you and blessing you. Then 
when you went forth to fight the unbelieving dogs, lo, 
this great company of angels descended upon them 
and turned their hearts to water, and blinded their 
eyes until they were as babes in your hands. Now 
give thanks to Allah and His great Prophet, our Lord 
Mohammed, to whom be universal dominion. Lo, 
last night, too, whilst you were buried in slumber, I 
looked through the windows of Paradise and saw all 
the Faithful who had been slain in battle during these 
three days feasting on the richest food of heaven. 
Fach warrior had seventy thousand maidens of the 
most ravishing beauty to wait on him. And they 
‘ anointed him with the richest perfumes, and hung 
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upon his neck and proclaimed their love in such 
sweet accents that the Faithful cried out in exceeding 
happiness, ‘ Behold, how great is our reward for serv- 
ing the Mahdi of Allah.’ ” 

The impious wretch! One might well ask why 
some vengeful shaft from heaven did not strike him 
dead. Instead, however, of his blasphemies arousing 
scorn and anger from the attendant slave-dealers and 
fanatics, they only stimulated more fulsome and 
degrading flattery. 

But my disgust was immediately changed to fear, 
for a somewhat familiar voice exclaimed— 

“Praise be to Allah, the Avenger. We know, O 
Mahdi, that thou art indeed the long-expected, and 
at thy word the doors of Paradise are thrown open to 
the lowest and most unworthy of thy servants. Be- 
hold, the infidels vanish before thee like smoke, and 
the powers of Egypt are prostrate at thy feet. If 
thou dost but speak the word, lo, the forest will 
burst into flames, and the ashes of thine enemies be 
cast to the four winds of heaven.” 

To say that my heart stood still, or that I sank 
back against the tree all but overcome, is to give a 
poor description of the terrors which now assailed me. 
To think that the villain who had tried to assassinate 
me in Kartoum, and to kill me during the fatal march, 
was now within two or three feet of me, pouring 
his evil suggestions into the impostor’s ears, was a 
climax so horrible that my brain reeled, and I felt 
that I-should go mad. It needed little perception to 
realize that having failed to find my dead body he 
suspected I was hidden in some tree, and believed 
he could best compass my death by inducing the 
Mahdi to set the forest on fire. Happily the oily- 
tongued impostor answered discreetly. 

“ Surely, O faithful Mahrakee, it were better that 
the bones of the accursed infidels who raised their 
hands against the anointed of Allah should be built 
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into a pyramid, so that all men may take warning 
and do homage. As to the soul of this infidel, is it 
not even now roasting on the gridirons of the lowest 
hell reserved for Jews and unbelievers?” 

In a limited sense he was right, for I was suffering 
the most unmistakable torments, though they were 
not those he had descriled with such brutal satisfac- 
tion. But his veto on the burning of the forest was 
received with many exclamations of pious joy, and 
for the moment I was safe. 

As night approached the Mahdists once more 
retired to E] Obeid. When assured by the profound 
silence that I was alone, I attempted to climb the 
interior of the tree, but as it was fully a dozen feet high, 
and the sides were remarkably smooth, I naturally 
failed. At last,exhausted and despairing, I gave up 
the attempt and resigned myself to the inevitable. 

By the end of the second day my little store of 
food and water was exhausted, and for twenty-four 
hours I suffered the most unspeakable tortures from 
acute thirst. Becoming delirious, I know not by what 
miracle my ravings escaped the ears of the Arabs. 
While sitting, however, all exhausted and hopeless in 
my narrow prison in the middle of the third night, 
wishing death would speedily put an end to my suf- 
ferings, I heard the rustle of leaves above, and a 
moment later I was transported with joy by a voice 
exclaiming— 

“ Art thou there, O stranger?” 

“Yes. Thanks be to God thou hast come at last,” 
I responded, trembling and hoarse with excitement. 

“Be of good cheer, for I have brought both water 
and food. But tie this skin-rope round thy breast 
and I will help thee up.” 

Ah, with what rapture did I tug at that well-filled 
bottle. Then my first thirst assuaged, I threw myself 
flat on the ground, stretching my legs and arms in the 
greatest enjoyment, for they had become terribly 
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cramped. But my companion—like most sons of the 
desert—having a pretty wide knowledge of the neces- 
sary means to restore animation to stiffened limbs, 
soon stripped me and kneaded my flesh, and bathed 
my head and face, until within an hour of his appear- 
ance I was fully restored. 

Tampa next produced ag parcel of Arabs’ clothes, 
with a small gourd and a sharp knife, and after 
shaving my head until it was as smooth as a billiard 
ball, he anointed every part of my body with the 
liquid contained in the gourd. This was, he ex- 
plained, “gourra,” a native vegetable dye which would 
transform me into a passable Arab, and providing I 
held my peace and obeyed his instructions, there was 
no reason why I should not escape the Mahdists, 
When he had forced me into the small-clothes, flow- 
ing robe, and white turban of the slave-owning class, 
he stepped back and examined me critically, and then 
laughingly cried— 

“Bismillah! but thou dost indeed make a hand- 
some Arab. By the beard of the Prophet the beauties 
of E] Obeid will soon spread their nets to catch thee. 
Yet haste thee, for the night flies fast.” 

The day was dawning when we reached the circular 
straw huts and camel-hair tents which made up the 
barbarous city of El Obeid. The accommodation, 
however, was terribly inefficient, and thousands of 
people slept in the open, wrapped in dirty rags and 
old skins. Some nestled under the sides of the huts, 
while many kept close company with the tethered 
asses and camels in order to protect themselves from 
the cold night air. 

I soon found there was no order, no regard for 
sanitation, and no respect for the decencies of life in 
this savage city. On the hypocritical plea of securing 
the equality of his followers before the Prophet, the 
Mahdi had razed the brick barracks, the Government 
offices, and the more durable buildings lest the people 
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should reflect on the greater comfort and safety 
assured under Egyptian rule. The filth was inde- 
scribable, the stench a ready invitation to pestilence, 
the indiscriminate herding an incentive to moral 
corruption. 

It took us an hour to thread our way over the sleep- 
ing forms and througls the disorderly maze. At 
length we paused before three large, neat camel-hair 
tents on the further side of the city. During the 
lengthy journey Tampa had carefully schooled me as 
to the part I should play. Pausing on the threshold 
he cried— 

“Peace and prosperity to the household of the 
Sheik Selah Mohammed. May his life be prolonged 
and his days be pleasant. Lo, I have brought a 
physician, learned in the arts of healing, to see him 
and to ease his pain. Will my lord enter?” And 
he held the flap of the tent up so that I might 

ass, 

This declaration had been evidently intended to 
apprise the occupants of our approach, for we found 
the slaves gathered in a hasty group just within the 
tent. While they were salaaming a welcome Atika 
made her appearance from an inner tent, but she was 
so closely veiled that nothing save her glorious eyes 
were visible. Stepping forward, she said, as she 
gracefully bowed— 

“Thou art indeed welcome, O learned physician. 
Lo, Selah Mohammed has been sorely wounded, and 
now tosses to and fro on his couch as though pos- 
sessed by the evil genii. Neither the charms of the 
doctors nor the cries of my slaves have availed, and I 
fear his hours are numbered.” 

As the poor girl’s voice trembled, and her head 
sank on her breast, I felt an overwhelming impulse to 
fall on my knees and thus betray myself, but at a 
touch from Tampa I overcame my feelings and man- 
aged to stammer— 
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“Weep not, O daughter. Perchance I may charm 

the evil spirits from him.” 
_ Amid the reverential salutes and fervent prayers of 
the slaves I was led into the inner tent, where the old 
sheik lay on a pile of skins and rugs. He was cer- 
tainly in a parlous state, and tossed his fevered head 
from side to side, rolled hig eyes wildly, and for ever 
denounced the Mahdi, and, O wondrous tangle of 
fate—Mahrakee. 

As the latter name was shrieked out, I started back ° 
as though stung. By what evil juggling had that 
villain crossed the lives of this Arab family ? 

But little time was given for reflection, for the eyes 
of Atika and her female slaves were anxiously fixed 
on me, and it was evident they expected something 
like a miracle. But despite her sorrow Atika had 
her wits about her, for she readily divined that I 
would be more at my ease if the slaves were driven 
out; so, bidding them depart, she called Tampa 
forward. 

“Alas, O stranger,” she sobbed, as she uncovered 
her face and bent affectionately over the sick man, 
“as thou seest my father suffers greatly, and I know 
not how to ease his pain.” 

Prompted by sympathy I examined the sheik some- 
what closely, and was not surprised to find that the 
native doctors had done him infinite injury by their 
ignorant methods. Though he was burning with 
fever they had piled heavy skins and rugs on him, 
and though his wound had certainly been washed and 
dressed, this had been done by his daughter. 

Happily my good angel again came to my help, 
for I still possessed a packet of quinine which an 
English doctor had pressed on me ere I left Kartoum. 
Administering a few grains, I bathed the old man’s 
head, and removed the heavy covering from his body. 
Thanks to these simple remedies he gradually showed 
signs of improvement, and at last sank into a gentle 
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sleep. This was a sufficiently striking miracle to 
satisfy both Atika and Tampa, for after stammering 
out their thanks they tiptoed to the slaves and com- 
municated the good news to them, for they all loved 
their master and would have suffered much for his 
sake. 

Though the old man had lost a considerable quantity 
of blood he had a strong constitution, and once the 
turn had been taken he rapidly recovered. Never 
shall I forget Atika’s gratitude when assured of her 
father’s safety. Looking at me with brimming eyes, 
and her face working with joyous emotion, she ex- 
claimed— 

“May Allah and the Prophet shower their richest 
blessings on thee, O Yuseef, for thou hast saved my 
father’s life.” : 

“Thou dost not need to thank me, O Atika. DolL 
not owe my life to thee, and would I not willingly die 
to serve thee?” 

Evidently pleased with my answer, she was about 
to respond, when a whisper from the sick man made 
her dart to his side and lavish endearments on him. 
Awaking from his long and refreshing slumber his 
first thoughts were of his darling daughter. 

How she explained my presence to him or over- 
came his life-long Mohammedan prejudices against 
me as a Christian, I know not, but as he improved 
and we were thrown much together, we became fast 
friends. From the first a haunting dread possessed. 
me that he would recognize me as the man who had 
cut him down, but, thank God, he failed in this and I 
breathed again. Influenced by Tampa and Atika he 
agreed to take me under his protection, but only on 
condition that I adopted the Mohammedan faith; 
indeed, he said that it was a marvel I had not been 
already discovered, for though E] Obeid swarmed 
with strangers and the most singular tribal customs 
were practised, the five daily prayers were jealously 


60 THE GREAT MAGICIAN 


performed by all, and any lukewarmness or neglect 
in this respect exposed the offender to very serious 
danger. 7 

Though I never professed to be a very zealous 
Christian, I was neither so weak nor so cowardly as 
to allow the love of life to transform my faith. No. 
Weightier considerations brought about my conver- 
sion. In the first place my overpowering love for 
Atika greatly influenced me. Surely a religion 
which could sanctify such grace, mercy, and good- 
ness must be infinitely better than that which was 
subscribed to by brutal slave-dealers and degraded 
slaves. Nay, under the magic wand of love I dis- 
covered such greatness, sympathy, and beauty in the 
Mohammedan faith as gradually attracted me and 
at last led me a willing convert into the fold. It 
may be that my Christian countrymen will lift their 
hands in horror at what they no doubt will be pleased 
to call my apostasy, but let me say frankly and finally 
that if Christian professors lived up to their faith as 
closely as Mohammedans do to theirs, Christendom 
would be infinitely happier, and it would not be 
disfigured by vices which are a disgrace to the human 
race. 

Under the instruction of Atika, the sheik, and 
Tampa I made rapid progress, and within a fortnight 
I could repeat the reiterating prayers, the low salaams, 
the joining of the thumbs, and the other impressive 
ceremonies of that religion as well as the bulk of the 
worshippers who had flocked to El Obeid to do 
homage to the Mahdi. | 

“Inshallah! Now thou art under the protection of 
the sheik, and canst say thy prayers as a true believer, 
thou needst have no fear, for we shall depart ere long 
from this accursed city to where a man can breathe 
freely, and where the night winds do not play the spy. 
O for the freedom of the desert and the song of the 
maidens as they gather round the wells in the oases!” 
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whispered Tampa one night as we crouched over the 
fire just outside the tent. 

We had now become the closest friends, for he was 
a man of sterling mould, with all the merriment of the 
negro character shining out strongly, but balanced and 
strengthened by his Arab blood. He was the son of 
the sheik by a black slave, and though he could not 
occupy the same rank as Atika, whose mother, though 
a Frenchwoman, had been the lawful wife of Selah 
Mohammed, he still filled a position far superior to 
that of a slave. He was, in fact, a free man, and as 
he was dearly loved by the sheik, he was in every way 
treated asason. Natives of Southern Algeria, they 
had often come into conflict with the French invaders, 
and as a consequence, despite the cherished memory 
of Atika’s mother, they hated the people of that 
nationality most intensely. Many and thrilling were 
the stories told by Tampa of these desert fights, 
wherein the reckless bravery of the Arabs could avail 
little against the organization and superior weapons 
of the French. 

“By the sword of the Prophet, whose glory shall 
ever increase, it is strange why Abu Bekr, the Physician, 
should have departed so mysteriously,” said Tampa, 
as though speaking to himself, but when I questioned 
him as to this man he remained silent. 


CHAPTER IV 


THE GREAT IMPOSTOR 


THE inhabitants of El Obeid had apparently gone 
mad over the Mahdi. When he appeared in public 
they gathered in great crowds, and with uplifted 
hands and adoring eyes, cried, “ Behold the Mahdi of 
Allah!” or “There is no Allah but Allah, and the 
Mahdi is His Prophet.” Many threw themselves on 
the ground, praying him to pass over them, or frantic- 
ally beseeching him to grant them immediate access 
to heaven. Others again pressed forward to touch 
the hem of his garment, or to gather handfuls of the 
sacred earth on which his camel trod. 

Assured of his divine power, ‘he sick, the blind, the 
halt, and the wounded, along with hideous lepers and 
poor demented creatures, were placed in long rows in 
the narrow, crooked streets surrounding his great hut. 
Here they would remain for hours under the burning 
sun, panting, moaning, weeping, praying, and under- 
going a thousand deaths in order to secure a little 
span of vigorous life. Then as the Mahdi approached, 
this afflicted multitude would raise their trembling 
hands, and with deep sobs and heartrending cries 
beseech him to have mercy on them. Thus the air 
palpitated with agony, while fell disease in its most 
hideous guise caught the eye at every turn. But 
neither mercy nor charity found shelter in this accursed 
city. 

62 
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The False Prophet no doubt fully realized his in- 
ability to help these stricken wretches, but he was too 
wary to admit it. Apparently assured that if he cast 
his net wide enough he would be certain to cover some 
whose recovery from slight ailments would be sufh- 
ciently marked to appear miraculous, for the people 
were woefully ignorant of the art of healing, he 
therefore paraded the crowded thoroughfares on his 
sacred white camel, and, turning his smirking face in 
every direction, stretched out his hands as though 
blessing the multitude. 

That was enough. Many whose fears magnified 
their slight disorders into dangerous complaints were 
so wrought on by the excitement and their faith in 
the Mahdi as to throw off their sickness. Convinced 
of a miracle, they would hurry through the city pro- 
claiming how the New Prophet had saved them from 
death. 

Everywhere anarchy, the sister of barbarism, held 
high revel. Believing that the Mahdi would speedily 
transport the entire population to Paradise, and agi- 
tated by the wildest rumours, the people neglected 
their concerns, and were thereupon threatened with 
famine. Poor wretches stricken with small-pox or 
fever were célmly allowed to groan their lives out on 
the heaps of garbage littering the streets, and many 
were dragged away and thrown into the horrible 
burial-pits outside the city before they were dead. 
Family ties were broken, private hatreds forgotten, 
racial jealousies suppressed—personal ambition, the 
love of gain, the pursuit of pleasure, the voice of 
reason, and the lessons of experience were all over- 
borne by this great wave of fell fanaticism, on the 
crest of which rode slavery, bigotry, murder, and every 
vice known to man. Satan, in fact, masqueraded in 
the name of religion, and committed the most unspeak- 
able horrors in its name. 

Compelled by the fear of discovery to remain within 
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the tents during the day, I was wont to go abroad after 
sunset, when Tampa would point out, as well as the 
flickering torchlight allowed, the savage glories of the 
place. Then it was that we caught more than one 
glance at the private lives of the Mahdi and his 
Khaliffas. Bah! I am filled with scorn and loathing 
as I recall his host of concubines and female slaves 
drawn from every quarter of the Soudan. Parading 
his abstinence in public, he was in private a confirmed 
glutton, and while praying and uttering pious and 
virtuous exhortations from the Koran in the daytime, 
he nightly indulged in the most vicious pleasures 
when in the select company of his slave- dealing 
advisers. 

When his growing strength enabled Selah Mo- 
hammed to take a closer interest in the affairs of 
his household, he quickly realized that if once the 
baleful eye of the Mahdi fell on Atika she would be 
lost. He would assuredly claim her for his harem, 
while the people would only be too ready to assist to 
gratify his wishes. Unfortunately, the sheik was not 
yet able to take a long journey. 

At last the dreaded blow fell. The sick man was 
reclining on his cushions one evening, while Tampa 
and I were conversing in the inner shade, when one 
of the False Prophet’s numerous slaves presented him- 
self at the entrance of the tent, and cried— 

“Peace and blessing be on thee, Selah Mohammed. 
My lord the Mahdi, who sits in the shadow of Allah, 
and to whom has been given dominion over the earth, 
commands that thou and thy household shall enter his 
sacred presence and bask in the sunshine of his miracle- 
working smile. Lo,thou shalt prostrate thyself ere mid- 
day to-morrow. Happy art thou, O Selah Mohammed, 
to be thus favoured.” 

Staggered by the early summons, the sheik did not 
reply. 

We spent the night in discussing the maddest 
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schemes to defeat the besotted impostor, but daylight 
found us as far from deliverance as ever, and a few 
hours later we were wending our way, a dejected and 
sorely-troubled party, to the Mahdi’s straw palace. 
Save a small space immediately in front of him, 
evidently reserved for those summoned to a special 
audience, the great hut was crowded with slave- 
dealers, fanatical sheiks and emirs, and a strangely 
mixed company of slaves, warriors, and petitioners. 

Mohammed Achmed, the Dongalee Mahdi, wasseated 
cross-legged on a raised platform at the further end of 
the building. Attired in a white robe, with a rough 
straw girdle, and wearing a green turban and a pair of 
primitive sandals, he was not a personality to attract 
attention. The black face was somewhat pinched, the 
beard and moustache thin and straggling, the nose 
slight, straight, and indecisive, the lips thin and cruel, 
the curve of the mouth extremely sensual, the eyes 
black and crafty, and the chin slightly retreating and 
indicating weakness. Yet it was a face which at will 
could assume the character of a fanatical devotee, or of 
a man of the world overcome with the passion for 
earthly possession. As it first struck me, however, it 
reflected the soul of a vain, dogmatic, ignorant, and 
weak sensualist. 

“Welcome to my poor dwelling, O Selah Mo- 
hammed,” he cried, as one of his attendants stepped 
forward and whispered to him. As his eye ranged 
Over our party and for a moment dwelt on me, I 
trembled, despite the fact that I was well disguised, 
for I was bent under a pile of rich cloths which the 
sheik hoped might be taken in lieu of his daughter. 
Sinking to the earth, however, under my load, I so 
arranged it that while it hid my face from view I was 
enabled to see all that took place. 

“Peace and blessing and power to thee, O Mahdi. 
Lo, I bask in the sunshine of thy presence, and_ feel 
my heart warmed by thy smile,” said the sheik, as he 
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touched his forehead with the tips of his fingers and 
salaamed profoundly. 

“ Didst thou not, O favoured one, fight against the 
infidel, and see the miracles which I wrought when a 
host of angels came to my help?” queried the impostor, 
as his eye rested longingly on Atika, who stood closely 
veiled immediately behind her father. 

“By the Compassionate Allah, it was even as thou 
sayest. Lo, I was wounded while fighting in thy 
cause, and for many hours lay neglected and sore 
athirst in the forest. Then my people found me and 
restored me to life,” responded the sheik, and there 
was a touch of sarcasm in his voice, and an almost 
imperceptible shrug of the shoulders. Though both 
were lost on the bystanders, I am convinced that 
the False Prophet observed them, for after a moment’s 
pause he cried, as he pointed to the shrinking figure 
of Atika— 

“Thou hast done well, O Selah Mohammed, to bring 
thy harem with thee. Would that all my people would 
regard me as their protector.” 

“Behold, O Mahdi, this is my daughter, and the 
comfort of my old age. When I am gathered to my 
fathers she will be alone save for Tampa, my faithful 
son,” and he motioned to the angry young fellow, who 
stood with flashing eyes ready, at the cost of his life, 
to prevent Atika being torn from the arms of her 
father. 

“ Now, by Allah, whose Prophet I am, she shall not 
want a protector,” cried the oily-tongued rascal. Some- 
thing in the bright eyes and shapely figure of the 
girl had aroused his attention. “Let her uncover 
her face so that she may indeed be blessed above all 
women by becoming one of the wives of the sacred 
Mahdi.” 

At these hateful words a shiver swept through our 
little company, while a buzz of eager curiosity arose 
from the spectators. We felt that if once the sancti- 
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monious hypocrite saw the dear girl’s face she would 
be lost, for we might as well expect to control the 
wind as to attempt to restrain his mad passions. 

Trembling with rage, a feeling of despair tugging at 
my heart, and the blood coursing through my veins 
like liquid fire, I was about to spring to my feet and 
throw myself upon the unctuous villain,when an entirely 
unlooked-for interruption occurred. 

Amid a slight uproar a man forced his way through 
the crowd to the left of the Mahdi, and throwing him- 
self at the False Prophet’s feet, cried— 

“In the name of Allah and the great Prophet, thy 
ancestor, I ask for mercy and justice, O Mahdi, the 
long-promised one.” 

After a moment’s suspense, during which the Great 
Impostor looked at the prostrate figure before him in 
surprise, he said— . 

“ Say on, O faithful one. Thou surely knowest that 
the Mahdi can do no wrong.” 

“O, the wisdom of Allah, O worthy son of the 
ever-blessed Prophet!” cried the adoring people, as 
they raised their hands and turned up their eyes. 

Imagine my horror as the suppliant rose, and half- 
turning towards us disclosed the features of the 
accursed Mahrakee. Giving an audacious glance at 
the old sheik, he bowed humbly to the Mahdi and 
cried— 

“Praise be to Allah, O sacred one! Do not all the 
Faithful know that thou art indeed the long-promised 
Guide, before whom the infidels shall flee like chaff 
before the wind? Have I not,O Prophet, served thee 
well, and by acting as thy agent in Kartoum, and 
also in assisting to lead the infidel army into thy 
hands, shown my devotion? Nay, do I not tremble 
with delight at the prospect of the heavenly pleasures 
thou hast promised those who serve thee? Behold,O 
Mahdi, I have long loved this maiden, but her father, 
Selah Mohammed, hath rejected my requests with 
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scorn, because I do not own many camels and cattle. 
Therefore, O noble Prophet, I ask thee to do justice 
to thy servant.” 

After delivering this foul blow, the crafty villain 
gave a sidelong glance of triumph at our party, and the 
Mahdi’s brow lowered, and his eye flashed, while an 
angry murmur swept through the crowd as though it 
only wanted the slightest signal to induce them to 
massacre us. Before, however, a word could be said, 
Tampa—hot, impulsive, brave Tampa—had sprung 
forward and drawn his dagger; but ere he could strike 
Mahrakee, his arm was seized and he was hurled to 
the ground by half-a-dozen bystanders. 

The Mahdi had risen in alarm, but when order had 
been restored, he calmed the people by saying— 

“ Peace, O faithful ones. Release the impulsive fool 
who outrages the Mahdi’s sacred presence by drawing 
a weapon. If thou darest to say a word, or attempt 
anything evil to these my true friends, thou and all 
with thee shall surely die.” 

With so palpable a danger threatening those he 
loved, what could Tampa do but obey? though he 
ground his teeth with rage. 

Order having been restored, the impostor turned to 
Mahrakee and exclaimed— 

“Thou hast indeed been faithful, O Mahrakee, and 
therefore I will show thee how the chosen of Allah 
satisfies the wishes of his followers to the full. Lo, 
this maiden shall be given thee to wife. To-morrow 
at mid-day she shall be handed to thee.” 

Was it the hand of God which restrained me com- 
mitting the maddest of acts during this terrible 
interview, or that my sanguine nature bade me hope 
even to the very last? Happily, I overcame my 
desire to throw myself on the crafty villains and thus 
accomplish my own destruction, for nothing is more 
certain than that I should have been slain before I 
could have killed either of them. 





‘‘The Mahdi fixed h's eyes upon her beautiful face,’ 
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And now Selah Mohammed, beside himself with 
grief, rage, and despair, cast all prudence to the winds, 
and stepping up to the smirking False Prophet, 
exclaimed— Oo 

“Inshallah! Is this then thy vaunted mercy and 
justice, O Mahdi? Thou art a dog, and thy ashes 
shall be cast to the winds,” Then, completely carried 
away with passion, he actually raised his hand to 
strike the astonished Mahdi, but his daughter, who 
was probably the most self-possessed of our party, 
saved him from this act of self-destruction by rushing 
forward and casting herself at the feet of Mohammed 
Achmed. Tearing her veil aside, she cried— 

“In the name of Allah, I claim mercy and justice. 
Surely thou dost not condemn on one man’s word 
alone. Nay, hast thou not declared, O Mahdi, that 
justice is the footstool of Allah? Surely the Paradise 
thou hast promised to the Faithful must be shunned 
if such wicked villains as thy adviser Mahrakee shall 
occupy the chief seats therein.” 

At this outspoken utterance an ominous silence fell 
on the assembly. Such trifling with the holy of holies 
had never been heard since the Mahdi had proclaimed 
his mission. The fanatical Arabs evidently expected 
the audacious girl to be crushed by a bolt from heaven. 
But in no way enraged by her ringing contempt, the 
Mahdi fixed his eyes on her beautiful face with such 
savage longing as compelled her to bow her head. 
Then he cried in mocking tones— 

“Justice! What canso fair a being, given by Allah 
to grace the harem of one of the Faithful, know of 
justice? A word in the mouths of all men, it is ever 
denied and derided. The poor seek to beg it, the 
rich to buy it, the young demand it, and the aged 
expect it as the reward of experience. Love flouts 
it, ambition tramples it underfoot, policy dilutes it, 
and death ignores it. The Mahdi alone, inspired by 
Allah, can give it pure and free,” 
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Apparently well pleased with the plaudits of the 
people, he paused as he rubbed his hands together. 
Then he cast another longing glance at the proud 
figure before him, for Atika had risen, and was looking 
scornfully at him. I verily believe he would have 
cast his pledge to Mahrakee to the winds had he 
dared. But he was controlled by a power before 
which he trembled. He was surrounded by a number 
of scheming slave-dealers who secretly laughed at his 
divine pretensions and used him as a tool against the 
Egyptian Government, whose anti-slavery crusade 
had all but ruined them. Now, Mahrakee belonged to 
this powerful party, hence any attempt to play him 
false would have been bitterly resented and would 
have cost the Mahdi dear. Suppressing his longing, 
therefore, he said, as he dismissed us— 

“But get ye hence and prepare for the marriage 
feast.” 

Ere we could utter another word of protest we were 
hustled outside. 

Sobbing as though her heart would break, poor 
Atika was carried in Tampa's arms to the sheik’s tent, 
whither we followed in despairing silence. 

While Atika and her father nursed their sorrow in 
the inner tent, Tampa and I discussed the situation in 
moody whispers. Determined to resist even to death, 
we sought in vain for some means of averting the 
terrible sacrifice. Never were men so helpless, and 
we groaned as we realized our impotence. 

Presently the sheik came and silently seated himself 
beside us. Stricken to the heart, and knowing that 
no earthly power could avert this crushing blow, he 
bowed his head in the most profound grief. And yet 
though our hearts were aching with despair, we sought 
to cheer him ; but what are words to a man hanging 
over a precipice? Our consolations seemed the sheerest 
mockery. 

We had probably been seated thus for the greater 
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part of an hour, when we were roused from our bitter 
reflections by a deep, rich voice, saying— 

“Peace rest on thy troubled soul, O Selah Mo- 
hammed. Lo, I know the sorrow which afflicts thee 
and have come to thy help.” 

Springing to our feet, we looked round, but the 
next moment it became apparent, from the joyous 
exclamations of the sheik and Tampa, that the in- 
truder was an honoured friend, for in a voice trembling 
with joy, Selah Mohammed said— 

“Now, praise be to Allah the Compassionate and 
the Protector of the afflicted. Thou art indeed 
welcome, O Abu Bekr, for our souls are bowed with 
sorrow, and we know not how to escape the wiles of 
mine enemy, Mahrakee.” 

“ Say on, O sheik,” continued the stranger. 

“As thou knowest,” continued Selah Mohammed, 
and his voice now had a hopeful ring, “this villain 
Mahrakee cometh from South Algeria, where a year 
ago he sought my daughter’s hand in marriage. And 
when I refused, he swore to be avenged, and to take 
my child, and spit in my face. Woe is me, for he hath 
prevailed, and to-morrow at mid-day he is to take her 
to wife.” 

“May the curses of Allah rest on him and on the 
dog of a Dongalee who hath blasphemed the name of 
Allah and His Apostle by taking the sacred title of 
Mahdi,” cried the stranger in a tone of such intensity 
as to make us shudder. 

During this short conversation I closely scrutinized 
the new-comer. 

He was certainly the most remarkable man I had 
ever seen. About thirty-five years of age, he was 
slightly above the middle height, and though the long 
white robe hid his figure completely, it was evident 
that it was well-knit and muscular. His face was pre- 
eminently strong, the forehead being broad and 
intellectual, the nose large and curved, not unlike an 
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eagle’s beak, the mouth determined, and yet withal 
having a certain pleasant expression, the chin well- 
defined and forcible, the eyebrows arched, and the 
complexion of a very light fawn colour. The eyes 
were, however, the one feature which most attracted 
attention. Large and intensely blue, piercing and 
watchful, they seemed to be charged with some 
tremendous magnetic influence which riveted the 
gaze of every one upon whom they were fixed. 
Altogether, the personality was wonderfully striking, 
yet still one which stimulated confidence. 

Turning from the sheik to me the man said, “ It is 
well for thee and for the household of Selah Mo- 
hammed that thou hast embraced the faith of the 
blessed Prophet. So long as thou remainest true 
to it, so long shall thy secret be safe with me, O 
Englishman.” 

While I was gasping and staring in the most 
speechless astonishment, the flap of the inner tent 
was raised and Atika appeared. Poor girl, how she 
must have suffered! Her face was deadly pale, her 
eyes reflected despair, and large black rings surrounded 
them, while she trembled with eagerness and dread. 
On seeing the stranger, however, she gave a glad cry, 
and rushing forward, threw herself at his feet, mean- 
while exclaiming— 

“ Alas, O Abu Bekr, thou seest me bowed to the 
earth in sorrow. Surely Allah the Merciful will not 
allow me to be delivered into the hands of this 
monster of wickedness. Thou art wise and powerful. 
O save me from this danger more hateful than 
death, and I will for ever bless thee.” Then she 
buried her face in her hands, and poured out her grief 
in sobs that wrung our hearts. 

In a tone of infinite pity and sweetness Abu Bekr 
responded— 

“Arise, O maiden. Allah gives courage to the 
innocent and weapons to.the helpless. I swear by the 
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sacred Koran that Mahrakee shall not take thee to 
wife.” 

With a cry of joy Atika threw herself into her 
father’s arms, where she sobbed out her relief, while 
great tears of rapture ran down his rugged and 
agitated face. As to Tampa and J, our satisfaction 
knew no bounds, and we would have prostrated our- 
selves at the wonderful man’s feet, but that he 
restrained us with the remark— 

“Nay, ye must be calm and strong for deliverance 
to be wrought.” 

When Selah Mohammed had conducted his daughter 
to her apartment, we gathered closely round the 
stranger and listened greedily to his whispered in- 
structions. His proposal was certainly a desperate 
one, requiring the greatest nerve and audacity, but 
despairing men are capable.of much. 

The day was declining as Abu Bekr rose to depart. 
After making a courtly salaam, he said— 

“TI have summoned Mahrakee to come hither, and 
he is even now on his way. If I remain he will 
recognize me, and I have yet much to do in this 
accursed city ere I can depart.” 

A few minutes later the prospective bridegroom 
arrived, mounted on a gaily-caparisoned camel, and 
accompanied by half-a-dozen slaves. Having dis- 
mounted, he stood a few paces from the entrance to 
our tent and cried— 

“May the blessing of the sacred Mahdi rest on 
thee and on thy household, O Selah Mohammed! May 
thy days be pleasant and thy years long; may thy 
flocks and herds increase, and wealth gather quickly 
around thee. Lo, I bow as a son before a father to 
beseech thy blessing,” and he salaamed with apparent 
humility as the sheik appeared on the threshold of 
the tent. 

“Allah protect the good and confound the evil,” 
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responded Selah Mohammed ambiguously. “What 
doth Mahrakee, the Mahdi’s councillor, require?” 

“TI come, O sheik, to lay my heart at the feet of 
thy fair daughter. Will she not make me the happi- 
est of men to-morrow?” and the rascal drew himself 
up and looked at Selah Mohammed with ill-concealed 
triumph. 

“Will Mahrakee, the all-powerful, enter, for all that 
I have is his, and my daughter even now sits in her 
tent waiting,” responded the old man, who evidently 
experienced the utmost difficulty in controlling his 
feelings to speak courteously to his enemy. Indeed 
both Tampa and I momentarily expected he would 
smite the intruder to the earth, The man must 
have been blinded by love and triumph not to see 
that the sheik was playing a part. 

But fools and knaves are ever rich in vanity. Be- 
lieving that he had completely subdued the sheik, 
Mahrakee gave full vent to his evil instincts. Turn- 
ing to his slaves he cried in a harsh, threatening 
voice— 

“Return to my house, you uncircumcised dogs, and 
there await me. And remember that whoso ventures 
therefrom until I order him to do so shall feel the 
weight of my whip on his back.” 

A few minutes later Mahrakee, the sheik, and 
Atika were seated in the inner tent drinking coffee, 
a luxury in that scantily-provisioned city. It must 
have been a terrible strain to the sweet girl to present 
a calm face to the villain, but the conviction that this 
was the only path to deliverance nerved her. The 
sheik, however, was the most likely to commit him- 
self, for more than once I saw him start as though 
stung; for the easy victory, the prospective wealth, 
and the certainty of securing the girl he had loved 
so long made Mahrakee forget his usual cunning, 
and prompted him to indulge in coarse familiarities, 
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flowery compliments, and vulgar boasting. But it is 
ever the same all the world over. Prosperity carries 
little men to the top of ant-hills and great ones to the 
summit of mountains. 

Happily the sheik had placed his visitor with his 
back to the entrance to the tent. This enabled 
Tampa and me to creep to within a yard of the 
unsuspecting guest, where we crouched ready for the 
signal. It soon came. Calling at the top of his voice 
as though to his slaves, the sheik exclaimed— 

“Bismillah! Why are the camels so restive?” 

The next instant Tampa threw a thick mantle over 
Mahrakee’s head, while I gripped him firmly in my 
arms. Though he struggled desperately he was no 
match for the pair of us, and a few minutes later he 
lay securely bound and gagged, though an occasional 
quiver of his body and a smothered groan showed the 
rage with which he was consumed. 

We next set up a loud wailing, with the object of 
warning the neighbours that a death had occurred in 
our quarters, and instructed our slaves to say that 
one of their number had died of small-pox. That 
was enough, Despite their faith in the Mahdi and 
their desire to immediately enter Paradise, our neigh- 
bours entertained the greatest dread of this scourge, 
and consequently left us severely alone. 

Though night had fallen there were too many 
people about for us to carry out our well-arranged 
scheme, so we spent the intervening two hours in 
quickly packing up our tents and making every 
arrangement for immediate departure. At last we 
placed the body of our enemy on an ass, and chant- 
ing the Moslem funeral service, four of us wended 
our way towards the forest, thus giving the impres- 
sion that we were disposing of a dead slave. When 
we had penetrated for about a couple of miles into 
the great wood we bound him securely to a tree, and 
after suspending a gourd of water so that he could 
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tilt it into his mouth we took the gag off, though we 
warned him that if he dared to make the slightest 
noise before sunset the man we left on guard would 
kill him. As our party were ready to march when 
we reached the city, we set off immediately. 

By the evening of the fourth day we had travelled 
over a hundred miles without observing the slightest 
sign of pursuit. Yet we knew that Mahrakee’s hate 
was remorseless. He might be thrown off the scent 
for a time, but sooner or later he would discover the 
route we had taken and strike when we least 
expected. . 

Darfur and Kordofan assuredly lie under some 
primeval curse. All but waterless and foodless, the 
yellow unbroken plains of Darfur are burned by the 
blazing sun or swept by the chilling night winds. 
Little wonder, therefore, that the population are poor, 
miserable, ignorant, fanatical, and superstitious, or 
that slavery and woeful degradation stalk abroad 
with the most brazen fronts. 

The wells were fully thirty miles apart, and it was 
only in their neighbourhood that we found any 
villages. And yet though the wattled straw huts 
were indescribably filthy, and the women bold and 
ugly, the people practised the rites of hospitality 
with a heartiness which would have put many a 
civilized race to the blush. So long as we cared to 
remain under their protection our lives and property 
were sacred. 

While encamped one night near one of their 
villages I was aroused by a strange mournful cry, 
followed by snarling howls and barks, but Tampa 
laughed at my alarm, and volunteered to show me 
the cause of the disturbance. 

The moon was flooding the sandy trackless plain 
with silver glory, and we had no difficulty in finding 
our way to the place whence the mysterious sounds 
proceeded. There to my infinite surprise we found, 
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stretched at full length in a shallow grave scooped in 
the sand, an old man, with a white robe wrapped 
round his body like a winding-sheet. Though his 
hands were torn and bleeding, and his eyes closed, 
there was a look of ecstasy on his face, and but for 
the fact that even as we looked he chanted the 
Moslem funeral service, he might have passed for a 
dead man. Several shadows skulking over the desert 
proclaimed the fact that hyenas and jackals had 
already been worrying him. 

Moved to pity by the sorry spectacle, I was about 
to ask Tampa the reason of all this, when the cool 
breeze blew a quantity of sand over the man’s face. 
What so natural as that I should seek to brush this 
away, though in doing so I received one of the 
greatest surprises of my life. 

With a yell of astonishment and rage the old 
fanatic seized me by the robe, and pulling me down, 
endeavoured to bite me with his toothless gums, and 
though he did me no injury by this means, his long 
bony fingers, with their sharp nails, gave me many 
an ugly scratch. It required Tampa’s help to tear 
him off and hurl him back into his self-dug grave, 
where he lay senseless. Then we fled, for we could 
hear the alarmed natives gathering outside their 
huts. 

“By the Prophet,” Tampa panted, as we crouched 
in our tent after our mad race, “thou hast brought 
us to the brink of death. It is surely regarded as the 
greatest of crimes to molest any one who like this 
man has gone forth to die. In this strange land, 
when the Faithful feel old age creeping on them, they 
retire into the desert, and scooping out a grave lie 
therein, and wait until the angel Azrael releases them. 
Nor do they ever utter a cry of pain or make any 
complaint when the beasts of prey tear the flesh 
ies their limbs, or the sand gradually covers 

em.” 
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Equally singular were the marriage customs of this 
wonderful people. A couple of days after my adven- 
ture with the old fanatic, we arrived at a village 
where great preparations were in progress for a wed- 
ding. As a warm invitation was given us to take 
part in the ceremony, and a refusal would have been 
regarded as the grossest insult, and might entail seri- 
ous consequences to us, we were perforce compelled 
to remain. 

Though the bride was a reputed beauty, she was 
certainly one of the ugliest women I have ever seen, 
for her lips were abnormally thick, her nose broad, 
her eyes small and besotted, her hair clotted with 
beads and grease, and her badly-proportioned body 
smelled of putrid fat. That her claim to be regarded 
as the village belle was substantial enough was shown 
by the fact that half-a-dozen young men stepped 
forward as competitors for her hand. 

At a signal from the village elders the aspiring 
lovers threw aside their scanty clothing and appeared 
in the smallest loin-cloths, whereas the bride had 
been adorned in a vari-coloured robe ornamented 
with beads, shells, and brass ornaments, and, most 
wonderful of all,a couple of sharp knives strapped 
to her protruding elbows. 

The six competitors now threw themselves on their 
backs a couple of feet from each other, and smilingly 
awaited the ordeal. Then, to my amazement and 
horror, the bride stepped forward, and falling on her 
knees beside the first victim, bent her body until the 
knives penetrated the man’s thighs, when she leant 
her full weight on them. Not content with this, she 
continued to sway and prod until the lower limbs of 
the poor fellow were gashed in the most frightful 
manner. And yet, though the blood flowed freely 
and the victim must have suffered the most inde- 
scribable pain, he bore it all without a sigh or 
groan. 
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Though the. other. five underwent the same torture 
they did not*show’ equal hardihood, for they soon 
began to grodtt and: beg piteously. Her task. com- 
pleted, the-sart#ttinary bride now turned her attention 
to the lover:she: had commenced with, and by, bind- 
ing up his wounds, indicated that by his superior 
fortitude he had: won her hand. Then, utterly regard- 
less of the mutilated and.rejected_ lovers, the villagers 
gave themselves up to general rejoicing, in the midst 
of which we were glad to take our departure, Tampa 
remarking, as we got clear of the village— 

“By the Prophet’s harem, I would rather remain 
unmarried all the days of my life than undergo a 
tittle of that torture to secure a wife. A woman’s 
tongue is sharp enough without giving her knives 
wherewith to court.” 

. Leaving the well-worn caravan route to our right 
we struck off across the desert towards the ‘little- 
known Mara mountains. Presently the sandy wastes 
merged into more wooded country, and: though -no 
grass greeted our eyes we passed: through forests of 
stately cedars, perfumed orange and citron trees, with 
other: fruit-bearing growths. .—- 

Happily the great hollow baobab trees still re- 
tained) fhe water with which the: autumnal rains. had 
filled ‘thém. Here too we found the wonderful heglik 
tree, wich’ is to the Darfurian ‘what thé date is.to the 
Arab and?the banana to the native of Central ‘Africa. 
Though: its: purple, plum-like..fruit: is:bitter. to ‘the 
uncultivated* taste, when. properly | prepared it. plays 
an important: part: in the domestic: economy, of the 
people. :. Pounded with certain fruit it, makes excel- 
lent soap ; ‘the: ‘young leaves and. ‘shoots: furnish an 
agreeable seasoning ; "its ‘prickly: brariches provide 
good fencing, and even its ashes form the basis of a 
most pungent pickle. Is it surprising, therefore, that 
the natives, prompted by gratitude, should secretly 
worship this tree, and offer up sacrifices to it? 
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Satisfied that we had shaken off pursuit, we were 
filled with concern that Abu Bekr had completely 
disappeared, leaving no indication as to the route he 
and his people had taken. Was he still in El 
Obeid, or had he followed the caravan road to the 
south? 


CHAPTER V 
THE GARDEN OF THE ANGELS 


“BEHOLD, O sheik, the garden of the angels,” 
exclaimed Tampa, as with sparkling eyes and 
exultant smile he pointed to a little fertile valley 
nestling far below at the foot of a circle of precipitous 
rocks. The glorious sight filled us with new life, for 
three hours had passed since we had consumed our 
last draught of water, and though we plodded pain- 
fully after our hopeful guide we all felt that certain 
death awaited us. As may well be imagined, our 
anxieties were increased by the thought that Atika, 
for whom every member of the party would have 
willingly died, was threatened with a like terrible fate, 
but she bore herself with wonderful bravery, and even 
in our gloomiest moments her merry laugh and cheer- 
ing voice urged us to be of good courage. 

For three days we had wandered like lost spectres 
amid these barren, burning peaks and gloomy valleys, 
where no blade of grass or stunted bush met the eye, 
or sound of purling brook or humming insect caught 
the ear. It was a solitude, vast, mysterious, over- 
powering, and menacing. Our pantings, cries, and 
even the blows with which the slaves urged the 
animals forward, echoed through these gloomy recesses 
until it seemed as if an army of evil spirits kept pace 
with us and rejoiced in our sufferings. © 
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“And now exultant and joyous we looked into a 
little oasis fairer than Eden. But, alas, it required 
angelic wings to reach it, for the grim red rocks rose 
in ‘precipitous walls, and nowhere offered foothold 
for a goat. 

Realizing that death was all the more . terrible. now 
that we had caught so vivid a glimpse of the roses: of 
life, we turned half-reproachfully to Tampa, expecting 
him to shrink abashed as one who had deceived’. us. 
But no. There he stood as calm and confident as: if 
every comfort and pleasure in existence were in*his 
grasp, nay, his shrewd eyes twinkled merrily’ as he 
observed our confusion. When he caught | the 
sorrowing eye of Atika fixed on him, however; ,his 
manner changed, and his voice quiverse as he 
said— 

“Nay, think not, O flower of the garden, that | I 
have brought the sheik and thee here to mock: “you. 
Be assured, Atika, that I regard my life as, but 
a trifle if its sacrifice will save thee from misfortune. 
As thou knowest, O sheik, I often hunted amongst 
these mountains with old Barka, thy faithful "slave. 
He showed me the most secret paths, and how. to 
reach the little valley where peace and plenty, ' for 
ever reign.. And though it is years since I. ranged 
these hills, I can still remember how to safely traverse 
them. .But come. Allah helps the courageous.” 

Proceeding to some jagged rocks which towered 
like a rough wall some fifty feet to our left, and , with 
the , company | following in silent wonder, he turned 
sharply. to’'the right, and, when within half-a-dozen 
pa aces,of the .barrier, entered a narrow cleft: which 

AOL. a _, considerable distance in a gentle slope. 
escen ding , in. ‘single file we again turned another 
rupwecorner and found ourselves at the entrance to 

fty ‘cavern. » Happily Tampa had anticipated such 
a contingency,’for; while in the wooded country he 
had, to our surprise and amusement, insisted on pack- 
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ing one of the spare camels with a load of resinous 
faggots, and these he now utilized as torches, though 
we had:considerable difficulty in inducing the animals 
to enter:the cave. 

We:must have spent hours in traversing natural 
tunnels, great gorges, precipitous ledges, and dark 
abysses. =: And. yet without a moment’s hesitation 
Tampasstrode sturdily on, as though such a journey 
were a monthly occurrence. Yet he admitted to me 
afterwards that he had only once passed this way, and 
that when quite a boy. 

At last-we entered a long, low cavern which appeared 
to periétrate the bowels of the mountains. Unfortun- 
ately it soon narrowed so much as to make it awkward 
for the camels.to pass, though the pannier-laden asses 
found no difficulty in proceeding. But the camel will 
never, adapt itself to circumstances. Resembling the 
mule «in. obstinacy, the scorpion in treachery, the 
snake in ingratitude, the crocodile in malice, the pig 
in stupidity, and the over-fed dog in laziness, its 
mission on.earth appears to be to teach the sons of 
the desert patience, self-sacrifice, and the use of strong 
language. We might as well have tried to induce 
them to dance a hornpipe as to crawl along this low 
passage:with-bent necks. Then, failing to bite their 
drivers, they. bit each other. Though we were com- 
pelled to leave them they were saved the horrors of 
prolonged ‘starvation by Tampa and a couple of slaves 
returning next day and shooting them. 

Stumbling, crawling, creeping through this mile- 
long, ice-cold tunnel with its wondrous echoes, great 
vaulted: chambers, and fathomless abysses, it required 
little. to ‘persuade us that we were traversing the 
portals of the infernal regions, and the superstitious, 
teeth-chattering slaves repeatedly averred that they 
smelt the fumes or felt the flames of the subterranean 
furnaces. Even Selah Mohammed began at last to 
doubt the wisdom of proceeding, but Atika, with a 
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sublime confidence in the brave Tampa, laughed at 
their fears and urged them forward. 

Great was our relief on emerging into a little sunlit 
valley, the further end of which sloped somewhat 
acutely. Here for the first time we had serious 
difficulty with our patient asses, for they obstinately 
refused to proceed. But Tampa was not the man to 
be baffled by so foolish a creature, for seizing a big 
gourd he ran down the slope and disappeared round 
a rocky corner. After a somewhat lengthened 
absence he re-appeared with the calabash full of 
water, and slowly ascended the polished rock. The 
nearer he approached, the more excited did the 
animals become. Pausing when a dozen paces off, he 
held the vessel of precious liquid towards the noisy, 
longing creatures, and then moved slowly back. Now 
this was more than the poor brutes could bear, and 
they all started in hot pursuit of the now racing 
Tampa. 

At last the glorious Eden opened suddenly before 
us. Transported with joy we all rushed forward, and 
with glad cries plunged into the little lake occupying 
the centre of the valley, and then, our thirst assuaged, 
we crept out and with happy sighs threw ourselves 
on the carpet-like grass under the shade of the stately 
banana and orange trees. Nature had indeed scat- 
tered her bounties with a prodigal hand in this mile- 
long valley, where nearly every fruit-bearing tree of 
Northern Africa was represented, so that the supply 
of food was ample, however long we might remain. 
The lake was fed by a brook emerging from the great 
rocks at one end of the valley, while the overflow fell 
in a noisy cascade into unknown depths at the other 
end. 

Apparently safe from pursuit or the attacks of 
marauders, there seemed no reason why we should 
not remain here for weeks. Strife, passion, disease, 
death seemed to find no place here, But, alas! every 
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Eden has its serpent, every peal of joy its echo of 
pain, every angel its shadow. 

Assured of safety we posted no sentinels. Save 
the sheik, Atika, and her slaves, we all preferred to 
sleep in the open, for the cold night winds failed 
to penetrate the valley, and the temperature was 
remarkably uniform. 

For three days we rested in the greatest security 
and contentment. The welkin rang with the laughter 
and light-hearted shouts of slaves, or the sonorous 
devotions of the entire community, for the sheik 
would not allow any shirking ofthe five daily prayers, 
and insisted strictly on observing all the ceremonials 
of the Mohammedan faith. 

We had, however, a rough awakening. Soon after 
sunrise on the morning of the fourth day a cry was 
raised that Bari, one of the slaves, had disappeared. 
Concluding that he had, with the natural playfulness 
of the negro, secreted himself in some of the many 
passages which honeycombed the surrounding cliffs, 
we did not trouble to look for him, but as the day 
wore on and he did not return, we began to fear that 
he had lost himself,in which event he would assuredly 
die of starvation. Yet our hurried search did not 
furnish the slightest clue. 

That night only intensified the mystery, for on 
awaking we found that Ebu, one of the most trust- 
worthy and sedate of the sheik’s slaves, was also 
missing. It was inconceivable that he could have 
deserted, or that he should have imperilled his safety 
by wandering in the caverns, for, apart from the fact 
that he was well treated, he was in love with one 
of Atika’s female slaves, and love ever forges the 
strongest fetters. Thoroughly alarmed, we searched 
everywhere, but in vain. 

But misfortune prompts the memory. Tampa now 
remembered that the old slave with whom he hunted 
had told him-that in his youth he had, in company 
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with other members of his tribe, sojourned in this 
valley, when several of their. number had been spirited 
away, and though a most ‘diligent search had*been 
made, not the slightest ‘trace‘of ‘them had been found. 
Naturally enough “the ‘terrified tribesmen concluded 
that they had been seized by:some malignant spe 
against whom it was useless to struggle. 

“ By the mantle of the ‘Prophet, Tampa, dost thou 
think that the slaves have been carried off by gins, 
or dissolved ‘into air like the fiery sons of Eblis?” 
queried the old sheik | anxiously, for he was intensely 
superstitious. 

“ As Allah liveth, I know not, O sheik,” responded 
Tampa cautiously. “One thing alone is certain, thy 
two slaves have disappeared. Lo, I do not, after the 
manner of infidel dogs, declare that such a thing does 
not exist because ‘I cannot see it. Allah | alone 
knoweth who the ‘next victim will be.” ‘ 

“ Allah il Allah,” piously exclaimed-Selah Moham- 
med as he clasped his hands in despair. “Must we 
then be snatched away one after’ the other until*none 
remain? Death in battle or in the desert, where the 
bright sun can glint one’s glazing eyeballs, is nothing 
compared with this mysterious fate.” 

os Courage, O sheik. Evils polely faced are half 
conquered. 

Resolved to keep a close watch, Tampa and I 
decided to take sentinel duty in turn.“ He spent the 
greater part of the night in walking to and fro, 
and next morning we were relieved to find that no 
additional member of our party'had vanished. 

On the following night when my’ companions had 
retired, I took my stand under a great banyan tree, 
and waited. 

Ah! how profoundly impressive was the majesty 
of that night in the litthe Eden! No gentle breeze 
shook the foliage, no cry of animal or hum of insect 
vibrated on the air. The rocks and earth seemed to 
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slumber, the silence of the stars reigned. A pall- 
like mantle of darkness enshrouded everything, and 
launched me ‘from: the little island of time into the 
measureless sea of eternity. Ah, me! Of what avail 
are long centuries of ‘civilization, a lifetime’s culture, 
and the love of knowledge; youthful enthusiasm, 
manhood’s reliance, hoary-aged experience, the power 
of kings, the surging of-nations, the soaring of art and 
the plumb-line' of’ science, to a man wrapped in the 
shroud of night? -' A conscious atom, he thinks in his 
vanity: that-he is controlling the whirlwind that is 
sweeping him: away. 

With my hand on my heart I sought to count the 
seconds, and thus magnified the minutes into hours, 
days, years,'ages. Then my thoughts ranged sadly 
to the dear lake-land and on the strange events of the 
last few~years,:though the central figures of this 
mental panorama were Atika, and, strangely enough, 
Abu Bekr,:the Physician. In fact, some irresistible 
influence seemed to chain my thoughts to this hand- 
some mysterious Arab. Ah! as God liveth, the man 
stood before me. — 

There, not a dozen paces off, was a strange nebulous 
shadow—faint, impalpable, motionless, and yet suffi- 
ciently defined to ‘resemble Abu Bekr. Bending 
forward, as ‘though intently watching something, the 
figure remained stationary for several seconds, though 
I had no means of measuring the flight of time. Then 
the shade gradually faded, and the place where it had 
appeared became once more rolling clouds of darkness. 

With every: nerve'strung to the highest tension, I 
could scarce refrajn-from. crying out, but restraining 
myself I waited*trembling and longing for the dawn. 
Perchance it was imagination, but it seemed as though 
the stars were:alréady! beginning to pale, and then, 
thank God, daydight ! would» relieve me. And yet, 
despite this prospective‘ deliverance, the dread of some 
overwhelming disaster grew on me, as though. some. 
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subtle sense unknown to science stood sentinel, and 
warned me of danger. 

What was that? There! Surely shadows like 
ebony cloud-rings flitted from out the surrounding 
night and then vanished. Was I dreaming, or had 
the mental vision turning in upon the perplexed brain 
conjured up some forgotten terrors? After listening 
intently for some time I concluded that it was indeed 
some freak of the imagination, and was settling down 
again when I heard a slight rustling like a stray leaf 
in the summer breeze. As this appeared to be fol- 
lowed by heavy breathing, I sank on my knees and 
anxiously peered in the direction whence the sound 
proceeded. 

I had not to wait long. The black shadows flitted 
out again, but so noiselessly that I became all but 
convinced they were only spectres bred by my over- 
taxed brain, when it occurred to me to place my ear 
to the ground. Yes, by Heaven, I could indeed hear 
light footfalls, but growing fainter each moment as 
though some one was hurrying towards the other side 
of the valley. Without a moment’s hesitation, and 
perchance foolishly silent, I crept forward towards the 
entrance to a great cavern, a portion of which Tampa 
and I had explored the previous day. 

Convinced that I was on the threshold of some 
startling conspiracy in which the missing slaves were 
involved, I was too intent on listening to the faint 
shuffling and panting of the party ahead to devise 
any means of letting Tampa and the sheik know the 
direction I had taken, but tearing off the cloth with 
which my head was covered, I threw it on the ground 
some fifty yards within the cave, and then a little later 
cast off my camel-hair cloak. 

Groping along the sides of the rock, listening with 
strained attention, and a prey to the gloomiest fore- 
bodings, I felt compelled by some overpowering 
influence to proceed, though ordinary prudence no 
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doubt dictated that I should return to arouse the 
little colony, and then, well armed and well lighted, 
start in pursuit of the mysterious marauders, for even 
the most prosaic and matter-of-fact men are governed 
by impulses. Surprise and curiosity, too, stimulated 
me. It certainly seemed an extraordinary thing that 
while I was scratching and bruising myself on the 
sharp projecting rocks the party ahead made their 
way without difficulty, and they would no doubt have 
quickly left me behind but that they were evidently 
carrying some burden. This, perhaps, more than 
anything else, convinced me that they were strangers. 
Who, then, could they be? 

Ah, me, every step in that fearful journey was a 
voyage into the sea of doubt and dread. I felt indeed 
that I was groping my way through the valley of 
death. 

At last, to my infinite relief, I saw a point of light. 
Now I should be able to see these mysterious creatures, 
and though I might be killed in an encounter with 
them, it was infinitely more satisfactory to face death 
like a man than to be skewered in the dark like a 
trapped weasel. The light too seemed to stimulate the 
strangers, for they rested less frequently and uttered 
many excited exclamations. 

Presently they entered a great brilliantly lighted 
chamber, while I hid behind a projecting rock at the 
entrance, where the deep shadows made it impossible 
for any one tosee me. Happily the strangers had not 
the slightest suspicion that they had been followed, 
and for the moment I was safe and able to take note 
of my surroundings. 

The great cavern was a rough circle fully two 
hundred yards across, and so high that I could not see 
the roof, while thick, black, smoke-like clouds rapidly 
revolved as if under the influence of some strong 
current. The sides of the chamber were for the most 


part Jagged, though the rock here and there had been. 
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laboriously polished until the grey granite shone like 
burnished steel. At frequent but uncertain intervals, 
too, dark openings appeared, thus telling of eavenes 
radiating into the surrounding mountains. 

But the most wonderful feature of this cavern .was 
a great tongue of white flame shooting up from the 
rocky floor at the further end of the cave. ‘Fully 
three feet high, and of intense brilliancy and heat, it 
illumined every quarter of the chamber and enabled 
me to distinguish the smallest object. Though it: 
burned with remarkable steadiness, the subterranean: 
pressure evidently varied greatly, for it hissed, piped, 
roared, and then sank into absolute silence during the 
few minutes I watched. Naturally the effect of these 
noises in so confined a space was extraordinary, for 
the echoes reproduced them until they swept through 
the space overhead like the strains of some great 
celestial organ, with an attendant chorus of sunSUng. 
demons. 

Despite the danger of discovery, as I looked at the 
lurid tongue of fire and realized that no disturbance 
had taken place in these great primitive rocks since 
the days when the earth was young, I was filled with 
the greatest awe. For how many countless ages had 
that flame burned? It was probably alight when the 
ichthyosaurian monsters dominated all living creatures, 
when ‘the bear and the mammoth roamed through 
Britain, and-the hills of my native lake-land were 
being ground by the mighty glaciers; when primeval 
man had only his flint weapons wherewith to defend 
himself, when the slaves of Egypt were building the 
pyramids, and the cities of Memphis, Babylon, and: 
Rome-were but a sandy plain, a marshy hollow, and a 
forest-clad valley. Tribes, peoples, empires, kingdoms 
had passed like shadows across the stage of time} 
war, pestilence and famine, peace, prosperity and joy. 
had followed each other like storm-clouds and sun-: 
shine, and all the while this great flame had burned as 
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steadily and.as oblivious of the working of the human 
ant-hill:; asithe great.sun. 

My: réflections. were, however, suddenly interrupted 
by the-entrance‘of a number of singular beings from 
one fof;;.the: “tecesses, carrying some burden which 
they. deposited on the floor of the cave. At the first 

‘glance it was difficult to say whether they belonged to 
the human:race or.to some higher order of ape’ than 
had:yet : been: brought under the ken of the civilized 
world.,;..Small in.stature and ashy grey in colour, their 
distended’ paunches, thin bent legs, with big feet, long 
muscular. arms,.terminating in great claw-like hands, 
coarse . brutal heads covered with matted hair; low, 

-retreating, foreheads.and heavy eyebrows beneath 
which small,deep-set eyes seemed to flash with malice 
and,suspicion ;. protruding lips standing out fully half- 
an-inch. ‘beyond. their small indefinite nose, and a 
retreating: chin—all made up as repulsive a being as 
the imagination could picture. 

yIt‘needed little knowledge of the laws of ethnology 
to’ conclude that these people were the relics of an all 

but; extinct. race which had ages before occupied 

3 .North-East Africa. Conquered by invading warlike 
races:.from the south and west, the survivors had 
evidently. taken refuge in these practically inaccessible 
mountains. : 

, Anibyet though of an exceedingly low type they still 

: ‘show “Many indications of superiority over the most 
iritel igent of the apes. For instance, they conversed 
: in.some very. primitive language, as was evidenced.’ by 
| ‘the}fact,that. the first syllable in nearly all the words 
wasirey Spex ated, as for instance—* Tiki-tiki,” “kla-kla,” 
“ bhr; Bhs, and.so on. But they soon furnished: a 
more,st iking illustration of their intelligence. . . After 
movingabout the cave as if making some preparations, 
‘they at;length gathered in a great circle around:'the 
tongue of. fire, and then prostrated themselves, 
meanwhile chanting some barbarous prayer to their 
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god, for they were fire-worshippers, a startling fact 
indeed, seeing that nowhere else in Africa is this 
worship practised. 

Springing to their feet in response to a loud cry, the 
strange company seized the heavily bandaged figure 
and moved slowly towards the fire, all the while utter- 
ing loud and exultant cries. 

Ah! With a start of horror and acry which was 
fortunately lost amid the tumult, I realized that these 
savages were about to sacrifice the unfortunate and 
helpless slave to their fire-god. Paralyzed at the 
atrocity, I could only stare helplessly while the cave- 
dwellers approached within twenty paces of the fire. 
Fortunately a brief respite occurred while they took off 
the bandages and released the poor creature. As 
they did so a piercing cry for help rang through the 
chamber—a cry which thrilled every nerve and caused 
me to step forward into the full light. As I did so 
the doomed being turned towards me as though 
appealing for deliverance. 

Oh, Eternal Father! It was Atika! 

No pen can describe my astonishment and horror 
at this discovery. Yet I can still vividly remember 
how the sight of that beautiful face and those large 
terror-laden eyes looking round despairingly for help 
made the blood course through my veins like fire.’ 
My body seemed to expand with fury, and with a yell 
like one possessed I bounded forward and threw 
myself on the savages. : 

Taken completely by surprise they did not attempt 
the slightest resistance, and within the next few 
moments several were sprawling on the floor, while 
the rest rushed screaming with fear and rage into the 
nearest galleries. As the poor girl saw me dart 
towards her, and then bring my clenched fist down on 
the brutal heads of her captors, she uttered a cry of 
joy and sank oft her knees, but raising her in my arms 
I carried her into a secluded corner. Ah, yes, despite 
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the danger, as I gazed into those beautiful eyes, beam- 
ing with gratitude and admiration, I felt that it was 
the happiest moment of my life. At last in a 
trembling voice she murmured— 

“May Allah reward thee, O Yuseef! Thou hast 
saved me from the most terrible of deaths.” 

“Nay, sweet Atika, this is nothing compared to 
what thou hast done for me.” 

How far my love might have carried me I know 
not, but I was saved from taking advantage of the 
occasion by a crashing blow on my head, whereby 
Atika and the cave were suddenly blotted out. 


CHAPTER VI °’ a 
THE WONDERS OF NO MAN’S LAND 


“By the Prophet, O Tampa, he lives!” were the 
words which greeted my ears as I opened my eyes 
and looked round. The sheik was bending over me, 
with a look of joy on his noble face, while Atika, 
with an exclamation of pleasure, clasped her little 
hands, and then with all the artlessness of childhood 
kissed me, and said— 

“ May the mother of the Prophet and the spirits of 
the Faithful cheer and guide thee, O Yuseef, for thou 
hast.saved my life.” 

As she rose and stood beside her father, the 
slaves bathed and bandaged the cut’on my head, 
treatment of which I took little notice, for like all 
lovers I was enraptured at this signal sign of my 
darling’s affection. Yet that kiss, so tender, so 
unaffected, and so charged with gratitude, was So 
natural’ ‘that neither the sheik nor any member of the 
party seemted to regard it as of any special significance. 
Ah, innocence ! how cruelly are thy actions’ miscon- 
strued: ‘by. the world of respectability! It sneers at 
thy white robe. In the kiss of friendship it sees the 
shadow of vice; in thy calm unruffled brow and 
cheeks devoid of shame the brazen front of lust; in 
thy reposeful confidence, unabashed wickedness; and 
in thy simple ignorance the mask of hypocrisy. 

94 
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Alas! though civilization has given mankind many 
marvellous advantages, it has enabled vice to so ape 
the sweet arts of innocence that even the most 
observing are confounded, and thus condemn all as 
tricksters. 

The story of our rescue is soon told. Tampa’s first 
thought on awaking at daybreak was concerning me. 
But on looking round he was astounded to find I had 
disappeared, and his cries of alarm had naturally 
aroused the entire camp. Then Atika was also found 
to have vanished. Speedily recovering from their 
panic, the party began a well-organized search, when 
my head-cloth and cloak were found. Divining that 
I had left them as a clue, Tampa hurried back to the 
tent, and after securing my revolver and a musket, and 
ordering several torches to be lit, plunged boldly into 
the passage we had traversed. 

You can easily realize the rest. The rescue party 
arrived just in time, indeed their steps had been quick- 
ened by the piercing screams of Atika as she was 
being dragged after me to the sacrificial flame on 
which we were on the point of being thrown when a 
few well-aimed shots and a determined charge by the 
sheik’s party put the cave-dwellers to flight, leaving 
fully a dozen of their number dead and wounded on 
the floor. 

During the following six days we saw nothing of 
the enemy. . Thanks to the vigour of youth I soon 
recovered from the ugly scalp wound they had in- 
flicted, and when the signal for departure was given, 
I took my accustomed place by Tampa's side. One 
bright morning, therefore, after bidding a regretful 
farewell to the little Eden, we entered the passage by 
which we had originally entered. But this was a feint. 
After noiselessly traversing this route for some time, 
we suddenly doubled, and crossing the valley, entered 
a gloomy cavern which we had been quietly exploring 
for some time. 
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Thank Heaven! our first day’s difficult march was 
unchallenged. After traversing a long tunnel where 
a few resolute men could have defied an army, we 
crept along the bottom ofa great dark fissure where 
the perpendicular rocks rose a thousand feet above 
us, and the sky showed like a thick blue ribbon 
studded with stars. Then we crawled up a path 
scarcely four feet wide overhanging an abyss of 
unknown depths and startling echoes. 

Panting and exhausted, overcome by thirst, chilled 
by the icy air of the caves, or scorched by the pitiless 
rays of the sun and the heat reflected from the rocks ; 
oppressed by the tomb-like silence or mocked by the 
fantastic echoes of our own footsteps, sighs, or ex- 
clamations ; startled by the reverberating thunders as 
some displaced mass fell into the profound depths ; 
and looking at each other in dismay as the rushing 
wind whispered, hissed, piped, or screamed with: a 
strange resemblance to the cries of suffering mortals, 
who can realize our despondency or anxiety? Surely 
it is by such a route that guilty souls from the infernal 
regions pass in order to catch a glimpse of the sunny 
plains of heaven. 

And yet Tampa found a way through this conflict- 
ing labyrinth. Calm, confident, watchful, and even 
occasionally laughing, he walked at the head of the 
party, with the sheik and Atika immediately behind, 
while I brought up the rear. A thousand times I 
asked myself if this was not a case of the rare develop- 
ment of that sixth sense which enables the Arab to 
safely make his way across the trackless desert, the 
Australian black tracker to find a clue where every 
one else has failed, or the equatorial negro to pursue 
his journey in a bee-line through vast forests and 
dense jungles for hundreds of miles. Has not civiliza- 
tion dwarfed this subtle sense, whereas animals and 
men in a savage state exercise it every day? 

At last, when the deepening shadows warned us 
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that night was approaching, we resolved to encamp in 
a great cavern capable of accommodating a thousand 
men. As it had only a couple of galleries opening 
into it we were hardly likely to be surprised—that is 
if we kept a careful watch. Happily we were able 
to obtain plenty of water, for a little stream flowed 
across the lower portion of the cave. 

Sentinels having been placed and the evening 
prayers solemnly chanted, we soon sank into a pro- 
found sleep, Atika and her father reposing in the 
midst of the circle. 

I had only been asleep, as I thought, a few minutes 
when a hand was placed on my shoulder, and a 
voice whispered— 

“ Awake, O Yuseef! There is danger.” 

Suppressing a cry of alarm I noiselessly sprang to 
my feet and looked anxiously at Tampa, for he 
seemed more troubled than I had hitherto seen him. 
He carried a torch, and, as if apprehensive of imme- 
diate attack, had placed a couple of muskets between 
his feet. Before, however, I could voice my alarm 
he whisperingly continued— 

_“The enemy have followed, and though I have 
neither seen nor heard them, they have assuredly 
caught us in a trap. But come,” and he moved 
cautiously towards the brook. 

“ Behold!” he said in a low voice, as he held his 
torch close to the earth. 

Great Heavens! The floor was covered with water 
which was rising rapidly, for even as I stood motion- 
= with surprise and horror the wavelets lapped my 
eet. 

Alas, the explanation was simple enough. The 
villainous cave-dwellers, foiled in their attempts to 
lead us into an ambush, had followed, and finding 
us forearmed against an attack, had dammed up the 
little stream. It was evident that unless we at once 
resumed our journey we should be stopped by 
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the rising water and drowned like rats in a trap. 
Before, however, warning our friends of this disaster 
we determined to explore the passage by which we 
intended to leave. 

For the first fifty yards we found no obstruction. 
Then we were brought to a standstill by a great body 
of water lying right across our path. After a hasty 
consultation, however, we plunged in, hoping that it 
would be shallow enough to allow us all to cross, but 
we were again doomed to disappointment, for after 
wading neck-deep we were compelled to sadly return 
to our sleeping companions. 

As we entered the sheik rose and said in a 
whisper— 

“Nay, be not downcast, my sons. I know well 
that you have done all that brave men can. But 
come ; we must arouse Atika and the slaves.” 

A few minutes later we were all huddled together, 
on the highest point of the floor. Keenly alive to 
the hopelessness of our position we could only stand 
in the greatest impotence, meanwhile feeling the 
water slowly creeping up our bodies as certain and 
pitiless as death. On the first alarm the slaves 
would have broken into a mad panic and by rushing 
into the passages assuredly have been drowned, but 
the calm, strong, commanding voice of the sheik 
effectually checked such cowardice, though the men 
moaned and trembled, while the women covering 
their faces noiselessly wept. 

Inch by inch the water crept over our knees, and 
then up to our hips. As it reached the necks of the 
patient asses three of them broke away, and swimming 
frantically about for a short time sank, their hoarse 
cries and death-gurgles sounding terrible in the 
echoing chamber. 

Happily we had placed a couple of lighted torches 
in rocky niches, so that the terrors of darkness were 
not allied to creeping merciless death. 
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Assuredly the King of Terrors measures all men 
correctly. In his presence the braggart collapses, the 
coward is exposed, the great soul elevated, and the little 
one debased. Never, so long as memory lasts, shall I 
forget the noble bearing of the sheik and his daughter. 
Though eternal oblivion was about to extinguish 
their sense and hide their bodies, limp and lifeless, 
from the eyes of man, neither displayed the slightest 
anxiety or fear, but sought to comfort and cheer the. 
unhappy slaves. While Death fluttered his sable 
wings in our faces I felt that the love of such a woman 
was the most priceless possession a man could have, 
and that once secured it would perchance last through 
eternity. Awed, elevated, and silenced, I could only 
look my love. It seemed indeed sacrilege to voice 
it on the brink of the grave. She gave me one long, 
lingering gaze in return, as though wishing to impress 
my features on her soul for ever. After this I turned 
to face death with something like joy. 

The water having now reached Atika’s waist, the 
female slaves had to be supported by the trembling 
men. Clasping his beautiful daughter to his breast, 
the sheik said in a voice trembling with emotion while 
caressing her beautiful hair— 

“It is fate, O my daughter. What is life to me, 
whose head is already white with age, and whose 
years at the most cannot be many? But to see thee, 
my Atika, the daughter of the woman I loved most 
on earth, plucked like a budding flower from the 
garden of life is bitter indeed. Ah, cruel fate, can 
nothing avert thy pitiless hand?” and two great tears 
rolled down his cheeks. 

“ Nay, grieve not, my father. Hast thou not said 
that the real terrors of death are in its contemplation, 
and how can one wish to die more happily than in 
the company of those we love? It will soon be over, 
and we shall all be in the Paradise promised to the 
true believers,” and the dear girl nestled closer to her 
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father, meanwhile giving me a glance which thrilled 
me with delight, despite my perilous plight. 

The silence which followed was suddenly broken 
by a terrible incident. One of the wretched men 
went mad, and with horrible laughter and mocking 
invitations to join him in his marriage dance, broke 
from the grasp of his companions and plunged into 
deep water, where his wild cries soon sank to sobs 
and gurgles. Then silence more terrifying than ever 
fell upon us. 

Now while I looked at Atika, so calm, courageous, 
and resigned, I asked myself for the thousandth time 
why the noble girl should be doomed to so cruel a 
fate. Suddenly an answer came, as if from the yawn- 
ing tomb, for a voice charged with fiendish joy rang 
out— 

“Sweet is love, O Atika, and pleasant are the 
flowery paths of life. Dost thou not long to gaze 
once more on the bright sun, and to wander through 
the sweet-scented oasis, with the music of the evening 
breeze greeting thy ears, and both earth and heaven 
proclaiming the glory of life? And where, O sheik, 
is now thy pride, thy wealth, thy flocks and herds, 
thy hosts of slaves, and piled-up merchandise? Ere 
long thou and thy daughter will be floundering like 
drowning dogs in the water. But if thou wilt give 
her to me for wife then shalt both thou and she 
be brought forth to safety. What sayest thou?” 

Long minutes seemed to elapse ere the sheik, who 
was overcome with surprise and rage, could reply to 
this audacious summons. At last his sonorous voice 
sounded— 

“So thou hast found me at last,O mineenemy. Yet 
know this. Though thou mayest destroy our bodies, 
thou canst not bend us to thy base will, or send our 
souls to the abode of Eblis, whither thine shall surely 
go. But Atika shall answer for herself.” 

Could there be a moment's doubt how the high- 
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spirited girl would reply. In a voice vibrating with 
scorn she cried— 

“O accursed Mahrakee. Dost thou think I could 
ever love a man who resorts to torture to win a wife, 
or who sneaks like a beaten dog from before brave 
men? I would rather die a thousand deaths than 
enter thy tent. Begone, thou spawn of the Evil One, 
and let us die in peace.” 

“Then die thou shalt, thou love-sick fool. Ere 
that torch has been consumed, thou, the sheik, thy 
father, and Yuseef, thy clownish lover, will be float- 
ing like dead asses in the water. fi 

Roused to a pitch of ungovernable fury by these 
gross insults, I seized a musket and fired in the 
direction whence the villain’s voice proceeded. It 
may have been imagination, but it seemed as if there 
mingled with the thunderous echoes a sharp cry of . 
mortal agony. 

While I was still trembling with rage I heard a 
low voice which I could have sworn was that of Abu 
Bekr, the Physician, say— 

“Lo, if thou wilt swim down the tunnel whence the 
stream flows thou canst remove the dam and release 
the water.” 

“Didst thou speak, Tampa?” I queried, turning to 
the poor fellow, who was desperate at his impotence, 
and who writhed with rage while Mahrakee was 
speaking. 

“Nay, by Allah the Consoler! What have I to 
say? Yet I would willingly give my own life a 
hundred times over if I could but save the sheik and 
Atika from this terrible fate.” 

Though Atika and her father had not heard the 
pregnant words, Bebé the slave evidently had, for 
she looked up and gave a glad cry. 

Without, however, giving her time to explain 
matters to her mistress, I told Tampa of my intention, 
and secured his ready help. With feverish haste we 
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unfastened a number of the long, tough, rope-like 
creepers which bound our goods on the backs of the 
asses, and twisting these together made a stout strand, 
fully fifty feet long, and capable of sustaining several 
men’s weight. To securely tie one end around my 
breast and hand the other to Tampa and the slaves, 
with hurried directions, to seize a torch and to give a 
hasty farewell to the company and a last loving look 
at Atika, who seemed as if about to restrain me, and to 
plunge into the dark flood, was the work of a very 
few minutes. 

My training as a swimmer in Lake Ulswater now 
stood me in good stead, and I quickly made my way 
down the long narrow tunnel forming the channel of 
the stream. After proceeding about twenty-five yards 
I found my progress suddenly blocked by an abrupt 
mass of jagged rock. I was surprised at the absence 
of any opening by which the stream could escape, 
though, strangely enough, I could hear the noise of 
falling water close at hand. Overcome by despair, I 
was about to turn back with my message of certain 
death when I chanced to glance at the rock above me. 

Well might I start with amazement and horror, 
and nearly drop my torch in the stream. On looking 
closely at the obstructing mass, however, I found that 
it was not like the rocks on each side, but was 
apparently a dam which had been recently built across 
the brook. Then it was that the meaning of the 
strange voice dawned on me, and with a fierce joy I 
scrambled up the face of the wall. Fixing my torch 
securely in a crevice on my right, I gave three tugs on 
the rope in order to warn Tampa that I was on the 
way to deliverance, and commenced to quickly pull 
the stones from the top of the dam, an operation, 
however, of some difficulty, for the work had been 
well done and some of the stones were heavy. 

Having made a sufficiently wide opening I seized 
the torch, and thrust my head and arm through in 
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order to ascertain what lay beyond, but this rash act 
well-nigh cost me my life, for a great stone spear was 
thrown with such force as to shatter itself on the rock 
a few inches to my left. 

Probably the start I gave coming suddenly upon 
the already strained wall overcame its resisting power, 
for a moment later the water dashed down the 
obstruction with a roar like thunder, and then went 
surging and thundering down the further tunnel, whilst 
I was tossed hither and thither like a straw. 

Cast from side to side, now completely submerged 
and unable to breathe, anon struggling frantically on 
the surface, or dashed against the rocks—a pounding, 
howling, screaming in my ears; crushed, pulverized, 
beaten, whirled in maelstroms, dragged to the bottom 
of the stream or tossed to the low roof of the tunnel, 
I was too confused to even fashion a prayer, and one 
thought alone possessed me, and that was death. 
Then a deep blank fell on me. 

By the courage and devotion of Tampa, however, I 
escaped from this well-nigh fatal trap. Calling upon 
every man to assist, he began to instinctively pull at 
the rope with all his might at the very moment the 
wall gave way, and as the sheik and even Atika 
became infected with his strange fears they all assisted 
to pull me back, meanwhile observing with delight 
that the water was subsiding. Fortunately the rope 
was equal to the strain, though when they dragged 
me out I was so limp and battered that they thought 
me dead. 

On recovering consciousness seven days later I 
found myself reclining under a great baobab tree, 
with the sheik, Atika, and Tampa sitting near, and 
Abu Bekr, the Physician, intently regarding me. 
Weak and dazed, I could only turn my head painfully 
and look at my Arab friends. As I did so Atika 
glanced anxiously at me, and perceiving that I had 
regained my senses, uttered an exclamation of joy. 
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“Thanks be to Allah, the Compassionate, Yuseef 
indeed lives.” Then to my infinite joy she knelt by my 
side and looked into my eyes, her face meanwhile 
glowing with rapture. 

“The Prophet—to whom be eternal praise—loves 
brave men, and has promised them the seats of honour 
in Paradise,” responded Selah Mohammed in response, 
as he approached and beamed over me. “Lo, we 
owe our lives to thee, O Yuseef: therefore all that I 
have is thine.” 

“And thou knowest, O my brave companion,” 
exclaimed Tampa, as his dark face shone with affection, 
“that I will ever be at thy side when danger threatens, 
What can a man do more than venture his life for 
his friend ?” 

Too weak to reply to these heartfelt expressions, I 
could only look my gratitude. 

“What sayest thou, O Abu Bekr?” said the sheik a 
moment later ; “thou art wise and skilled in healing, 
and seest what no other man can. Will many days 
pass ere we can continue our journey ?” 

“Lo, ye must not continue your journey until the 
new moon appears in the heavens,” responded the 
stately Arab. Hehad shown considerable agitation as 
Atika knelt beside me, and had thrice stepped forward 
as though to draw her away, but restrained himself. 

“It is well, OQ Abu Bekr. We can spread the 
table of contentment here as well as amid mine own 
people. Are we not safe from the evil ones who seek 
our destruction ? ” 

As the days sped I gathered strength, for though I 
had been greatly weakened by fever, I possessed a 
remarkably strong constitution. They told me that 
after dragging me out of the tunnel and hurriedly 
attending to my injuries they had pursued their 
journey, though they had on many occasions great 
difficulty in carrying my litter through the narrow 
caves and along the dangerous ledges. Two days 
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later they entered a wady, or dried-up bed of a stream, 
from which they were overjoyed to see a broad 
expanse of smiling country stretching below. Select- 
ing a thick grove of banana and orange trees about 
a couple of miles from the wady, they encamped in 
the grateful shade. 

To their profound astonishment and pleasure they 
found Abu Bekr there with his slaves. When ques- 
tioned as to how he had accomplished so marvellous 
a journey in so short a time, he quietly smiled as he 
replied— 

“ Dost thou think, O sheik, that I am an ass or a 
camel, to nibble at the grass bordering my path? Is 
not the body the servant of the mind ?” 

At the end of a week I had sufficiently recovered 
to walk about in the cool of the morning and the. 
silent evening. During the mid-day hours, however, 
when the sky glowed like molten brass and the rays 
of the pitiless sun poured fiercely down, we took 
refuge under the trees. Then we would look down upon 
the happy, smiling, park-like landscape, with its great 
patches of glorious colour, masses of grim isolated 
rocks, like forgotten sentinels, and delightful sweet- 
scented groves. 

How pleasant it was at eventide to feel the gentle 
breeze kiss our cheeks and then pass on to the distant 
peaks behind us! At such times a strange mystical 
chorus filled the air as though an angel was concealed 
in every flower. To speak, to move, nay, to breathe 
during these bewitching hours appeared to be a 
sacrilege on the celestial harmonies. Constrained to 
silence, I would sit and look and listen until it seemed 
as though the gates of heaven opened and a countless 
throng of happy flower-like angels moved past in 
rhythmic procession. Happy the man who in dying 
has such a vision of the eternal, and blessed indeed 
he who during life catches an occasional echo of this 
divine song ! 
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And yet the blighting hand of death fell on this 
glorious scene. One day the harmonies were silenced 
and a sob of foreboding seemed to vibrate through 
the air. The sun was overcast, the air grew heavy 
and stifling, gaudy birds flew in screaming terror to 
the sheltering trees, which in their turn trembled and 
seemed to shrink as though conscious of the coming 
danger ; the flowery plains were darkened, a sombre 
fear possessed man and beast, and mocking voices, 
first in whispers, and then in screaming, howling, 
whistling violence, filled earth and heaven. Yet next 
morning all nature was smiling again. 

Are there no shadows in heaven? Surely yes. Is 
not joy enhanced by the shadow of grief, light measured 
by immediate contact with darkness, love deepened 
by the fear of loss, and life rendered all the sweeter 
by the dread of death? 

“What doth it profit thee, O stranger, to sigh over 
the green mountains and the bright lakes, the pleasant 
woods and sweet singing birds of thy home in the far 
north? Is not the great city with its mighty river, 
whereon ships pass to and fro to the four corners of 
the earth, ever in thy thoughts?” queried Abu Bekr 
one day as I lay musing in the shade. He had 
approached unperceived, and now stood but three 
paces away. 

I looked at the man in amazement. How had he 
divined my thoughts, and where had he derived his 
information respecting lake-land and Liverpool? 
Before I could, however, fashion a question, he 
continued— 

“Dost thou ask why I know these things, or why 
thy thoughts are laid bare? Canst thou tell me the 
power whereby the vulture discovers the carcase from 
afar, or which impels the bee and the ant to provide for 
their future as well as to display the greatest wisdom 
in government? When thou canst reveal the power 
whereby serpents are charmed or animals foretell the 
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distant storm, it may be that thou wilt be able to probe 
this secret.” 

“Nay, O Abu Bekr,” I retorted sharply, for in 
addition to being profoundly surprised I began to 
regard the man with considerable dread. Still I 
could not tolerate being treated as a simpleton. “TI 
neither pretend to fathom the mysteries of nature nor 
to probe the idle thoughts of man.” 

“ Alas, the power to do so is all but lost,” he calmly 
replied. ‘“ Men are content to skim over the surface 
of life without seeking to penetrate its unknown 
depths. Tell me what thou seest of the fair land 
before thee,” and he waved his hand expansively 
towards the beautiful landscape. 

Though regarding the task as superfluous and 
foolish, I sought to describe the wealth of colour, the - 
wonderful fertility, the delicious perfumes and the 
striking contrasts. Surely it was a land where eternal 
‘peace and contentment reigned. 

“Thus do appearances deceive,” said Abu Bekr 
after a lengthened pause. “This is the border-land of 
Darfur and Wadai. Noconquering people have settled 
on it, and it owns no king or savage master. It is indeed 
desolate save for wandering tribes who cross it, and 
perchance pause awhile to hunt before proceeding to 
the Bahr el Gazel in the south or Enneida in the 
north. Yet though it is a land so fair to look on and 
rich in food for man and beast, it is after all a great 
graveyard.” 

I looked at the Arab in dismay. With what morbid 
fancy was he afflicted to see in so fair an Eden a 
charnel-house? 

“Scattered thickly around the wells,” continued my 
companion sadly, “are skulls and bones, bleached by 
the sun and gnawed by wild beasts; or piled in little 
ironic pyramids under sheltering baobab trees, or 
strewn amid the flowery beds and grassy plains like 
Stones, and even in the branches of the trees, whither 
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they have been cast by sportive travellers, thou canst 
find them. Their unhappy owners had few wants, 
and those of the simplest. They did not seek to 
impose dim religious conceptions upon others ; when 
they fought it was after the manner of the negro 
savage—abundant noise and little execution; and 
though they had not all the virtues of more enlight- 
ened people, they were fortunately devoid of many of 
their vices.” 

He sighed heavily, and looked with a sad fixed 
gaze, as though he saw the unfortunate race of whom 
he spake passing in mournful procession. Presently 
he resumed— 

“All this evil has been the work of the slave- 
dealers. Avaricious and merciless, scorning all 
religion, and only professing Mohammedanism as a 
mantle of respectability to cover their iniquity, as well 
as defying all the laws of God and man, they have for 
centuries been the representatives in this unhappy 
continent of Satan and death. They have tortured, 
debased, and killed the people, until vast districts of 
this most favoured land are but howling wildernesses. 
Alas! the wickedness they have sown with such 
lavish hand will bear fruit for untold centuries, and 
endless generations will be weakened by the vice and 
disease which the slave-dealers have sown so lavishly.” 

“But,” I stammered, greatly perplexed at the 
apparent contradictions of this zealous Mohammedan’s 
words and the acts of his equally faithful co-religion- 
ists, “are not these men Mohammedans, as thou art, 
and does not that religion regard slavery as sanctioned 
by the great Prophet ?” 

“By the great Allah,” he exclaimed sadly, “how 
prone ignorance is to ascribe evil to those whose 
opinions and thoughts it cannot understand. Do I 
not know how false a view even the most learned - 
scholars of Europe take of the faith of Mohammed? 
Know this, however, that good men will elevate the 
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most debased religion, and brutal professors debase 
and degrade the noblest conceptions of Allah Himself. 
Watch and learn, therefore. Wouldst thou judge the 
religion of the gentle’ Jesus by the brutal, devilish, and 
distorted men who profess it in order to cloak their 
villainy? The sanction given by the Prophet—whom 
Heaven exalt—was for domestic reasons, and de- 
manded that such slaves should be treated as adopted 
children. Did Jesus of Nazareth commend cowardice 
because he advised that if a man strike thee on one 
cheek thou shouldst offer the other?” 

Suddenly the voice of the sheik rang out, as he 
completed his ablutions— 

“I extol Thy perfections,O Allah, with Thy praise. 
I testify that there is no Allah but Allah alone; Thou 
hast nocompanion. I humbly implore Thy forgiveness 
and turn to Thee with repentance.” 


CHAPTER VII 
THE MYSTERIOUS HAND 


LIKE all lovers, it was my misfortune to carry my 
heart on my sleeve. Loving Atika intensely, how 
could I restrain the longing sigh, the fervent glance, 
the tender inflection of the voice, or those many little 
actions whereby the ardent lover ever proclaims his 
affection? And though I foolishly imagined that this 
little secret was all my own, I now believe that every 
person in the camp knew it, and wagged his head in 
admiration of his own astuteness, and in good- 
tempered sympathy with me. But people in love 
think other people’s eyes are out. 

A thousand times I resolved to declare my love, 
and as often allowed second thoughts to gag me. 
One day I would be transported to the clouds by a 
bewitching smile or tender look, and the next be 
plunged into the deepest despair by Atika’s apparent 
coldness. Bright, vivacious, and witty, she possessed 
the indescribably charming and coquettish manner of 
the women of her mother's native land. Manya time 
when she saw my gloomy face and pleading eyes, or 
heard my love-sick sighs, she looked at me archly, 
and with twinkling eyes and merry laugh declared 
that I was pining at not having married Zara, the old 
widow of Kartoum. 

Such an absurd charge coming from such glorious 
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lips, what could I do but laugh? Then she clapped 
her hands, and exclaimed in ringing tones— 

“Qh, it is true; it is true. The camels are coming, 
and the bride has just had her face anointed in order 
to remove the lines that time and care have written 
there.” 

The idea! Piqued with her merry tantalizing, 
which raised a smile on the faces of the slaves, I 
turned away. As I did so, she murmured in an 
apologetic tone— 

“Nay, pardon me, O Yuseef! I have no right to 
meddle with thy love affairs.” 

Resolved at last to hazard everything on an open 
confession of my love, I took the opportunity one 
evening when we were standing alone under the shade 
of an orange tree laden with blossom, the scent of 
which seemed to stimulate and refine my love, to 
say— 

“Knowest thou, Atika, that this beautiful flower is 
Neath to deck the heads of the brides of my native 
and?” 

“And the bodies of the dead in mine,” she re- 
sponded sadly. 

This was certainly a bad beginning, but a desperate 
lover is ever the most foolhardy of men. 

“Yet though the fragrant blossom thus appears to 
serve two widely different ceremonies, yet they are 
similar in one respect. Marriage is the entrance to 
Paradise on earth, and death the open door to the 
eternal Paradise,” and I gave her a look which should 
have melted her forthwith. 

“Is marriage, then, the height of human happiness ? 
And yet I have seen married people most miserable. 
Why, there is the Sheik. Mahommed Achmed, a man 
of great wealth living in a village near where my 
father dwells, who has four wives. Ah, how often I 
have known him declare that he wished Eblis would 
seize every one of them. Again and again I have 
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heard him say that his life was unbearable. Is this 
thy earthly Paradise ?” 

“Ah, yes. Marriage without love is torture; but 
marriage with love is the highest bliss,” I exclaimed 
triumphantly, as though I had driven her into a corner 
whence there was no escape. 

“ What, then, is love?” and she looked at me so 
archly, and yet withal so innocently, that I was quite 
confounded. 

Was ever a lover placed in such an awkward 
position? To be on the point of declaring my 
passion ; to be looking with soul-searching eyes for 
some responsive glance ; with every nerve keenly eager 
for those subtle signs whereby love responds to love ; 
to be standing there with madly beating heart, bated 
breath, and quivering lips waiting for this sweet girl 
to tell me that she was indeed mine, or to plunge me 
into the greatest misery—and then to hear her ask 
me with all the simplicity of a child, “What is love?” 
Why the thing was so strange, and so unexpected, 
that I gasped in the most profound astonishment and 
reeled back for support against a neighbouring tree. 

Instead, however, of pitying me, the girl apparently 
enjoyed my confusion, for she indulged in another peal 
of merry laughter. Yet her eyes seemed to contradict 
that laugh, for there was such a look of encourage- 
ment and sympathy in them as whipped my lagging 
courage to the front again. Trembling with eager 
anxiety I seized her little hand, and said— 

“Love, O Atika! Knowest thou not what it is? 
Canst thou recall thy fairest dream or thy brightest 
vision of Paradise, with the happiest moments of thy 
life? Yet all these do not give a tithe the bliss that 
a moment’s pure love does. It is blind to all follies, 
fruitful in charity, abounding in faith. It gives 
courage to the hesitating, strength to the weak, eyes 
to the blind, nobility to the meek, wisdom to the 
foolish, makes the old heart young, and melts the 
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hard rock of human avarice. It despises gold, knows 
no law, is as warm in the humblest tent and cottage 
as in the palace; it laughs at distance, and though 
possessed by millions, it cannot be bought in the 
market. But thou, O matchless maid, can soon tell 
whether this sacred fire burns within thy breast. 
Canst thou be happy with me through life, whether 
we live in the Bedouin’s tent, or in the marble palace 
of the Sultan? Wouldst thou feel sad if I left thee for 
ever? Look tenderly on me, and say indeed that I 
have taught thee how to love.” 

Believing that I had indeed won her, for she had 
become silent, while the tantalizing smile had died 
from her lips, and she seemed strangely agitated, I 
was about to clasp her in my arms, when a voice 
sounded at my elbow— 

“Surely the worth of a man lies in two of his 
smallest parts—his heart and his tongue.” 

Turning quickly, I found myself face to face with 
Abu Bekr. Annoyed and disappointed, it is not 
surprising that I should show my anger in my face, as 
any lover might well have done. The man was 
becoming a positive nuisance. Like misfortune or an 
importunate friend, he always turned up at the wrong 
moment. In no way affected, however, by my evident 
annoyance, the physician pointed to an orderly pro- 
cession of white ants which was hurrying past laden 
with food, and said in the most philosophical tone— 

“Thou knowest our proverb, O stranger—‘ What 
the ant collects in the course of a whole year, the 
monk eats up in one night.’” | 

What did the man mean? Was he reproaching me 
with idly living on the bounty of the sheik, or did he 
only wish to attract my attention while Atika escaped, 
for as I looked round I saw that she had gone? 

“Nay, let not thy anger tread so quickly on the 
heels of thy regret,” he said, in a somewhat concilia- 
tory tone. “But come; the night draws nigh, and 
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the sick and the wounded should be protected from 
the chilling blast.” 

Taking my arm, he led me as tenderly as though I 
had been his brother back to the camp, where he 
ordered the slaves to carefully attend me. 

Now what could I make of such aman? That he 
had fallen desperately in love with Atika, and was 
disturbed by my rivalry, was certain. But infinitely 
greater in spirit than I, he had restrained any expres- 
sion of feeling, and had treated me with the same 
consideration as he had shown during my sickness. 
Then he seemed to read my thoughts with the great- 
est ease, for, in response to my mental question as 
to why he should extend me such consideration, he 
said— 

“Remember, O Yuseef! that thy neighbour is thy 
teacher.” 

Although this mysterious man treated me with 
every kindness, I could not so easily forgive him 
interrupting me at the most critical moment of my 
interview with Atika. An irritation intensified by 
the fact that the sweet girl was thenceforth reserved 
and cold; indeed on several occasions she beat a 
hasty retreat when she thought she was likely to 
be left alone with me. It may have been imagina- 
ation, but even the sheik appeared to regard me with 
less favour than formerly. But a jealous lover con- 
strues every look into a menace, and silence into a 
reproach. In fact everything had apparently gone 
wrong, for Tampa, my friend and boon companion, 
that jovial spirit who scoffed at love, and preferred 
his richly-chased Moorish musket to the best woman 
under the sun, laughed at me, and then solemnly 
quoted the Arabic proverb— 

“They wooed her and she resisted; they left her 
and she then fell in love.” 

But activity is the best antidote for the crosses of 
love. Two days after my interrupted conversation 
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with Atika, Abu Bekr announced that affairs of the 
greatest importance demanded his presence at Abe- 
shr, the capital of Wadai. He accordingly departed 
with several slaves, leaving the remainder with a 
portion of his camp in the care of Selah Mohammed, 
for it had, to my chagrin, been arranged that the two 
parties should travel together to the north-west of the 
Sahara. 

As this would entail something like a fortnight’s 
stay in our present quarters, time threatened to hang 
heavy on our hands, but the sheik was an enthusiastic 
sportsman, and as I was nowstrong enough to accom- 
pany him, he prevailed on Tampa to take charge of 
the camp while we undertook a short excursion into 
a considerable forest four miles away. 

As game abounded and the thick clumps of tama- 
risk and mimosa bushes afforded most excellent cover, 
we had little difficulty in bringing down several small 
antelopes, and a number of very edible birds. Well 
satisfied with our success, and anxious to stock the 
camp with food in view of our long journey over the 
desert, the old man despatched the slaves to Tampa. 
Then we sat down on the border of a grassy dell to 
partake of our mid-day meal. 

Like all veteran hunters the sheik was a capital 
story-teller, and given a patient listener he never 
tired of relating his youthful exploits. But the eyes 
of the most interested listener are liable to roam, and 
mine presently alighted on one of the most fantastic 
figures ever pictured in topsy-turvy dreamland. 

On the other side of the glade there danced a tall, 
powerful savage, entirely naked save for a thin cord 
around his loins to which was attached a small apron 
of beads. It was impossible to say what the original 
colour of his skin was, for every part was now painted 
in alternate squares of red and black, exactly like a 
chess-board. Then, as if to give striking variety to 
this grotesque figure, certain features were brought 
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out in striking reliefi—thus his teeth were black, his 
eyebrows yellow, his lips white, and his ears green. 

Then the man’s hair had been closely interwoven 
with a great mass of wire-like creepers, giving him the 
appearance of having a stork’s nest for a hat, while 
the ends vibrating as he shook his head resembled a 
brood of young serpents. 

Though he made no attempt to attack us, but 
contented himself with actively leaping two or three 
feet in the air, then shaking himself and grinning 
fiercely as though greatly flattered by my evident 
amazement, he was by no means defenceless, for he 
carried a couple of long barbed spears in his left 
hand, and an ugly club in his right. 

Meanwhile the sheik, self-absorbed and pleased at 
having, as he thought, such an attentive listener, 
droned his story diligently as if it were a religious 
duty to make the most of it. At last something in 
my manner, possibly a start or a gasp, or my ominous 
silence, warned him that something was amiss, for 
after looking at me in astonishment sitting there 
with open mouth and staring eyes, he followed my 
gaze, and exclaimed with something like a yell— 

“ By the Prophet, the Mabas are on us!” 

Turning in haste to seize our weapons, we found 
ourselves forestalled. 

Why dilate on our impotent struggles with those 
bedaubed savages, our useless efforts to attract the 
attention of our friends, or the sheik’s endeavours to 
bribe the leader of the band? Effectually gagged 
and with bound hands we were driven forward at 
the points of spears in an opposite direction to that 
where our camp lay. 

God keep me from such another six days’ journey. 
It resembled an excursion into the realms of fancy 
with a party of Bedlamites. Through primeval forests 
where the mid-day sun never illumined the thick rank 
undergrowth amid which loathsome reptiles and 
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insects lurked; over flowery plains where the gaudy 
blossoms overtopped the tallest men; amid marshes 
where the rushes were as high as English saplings, 
and whence myriads of great water-fowl rose in dis- 
cordant and deafening chattering ; over rivers whose 
sluggish waters were covered with matted vegetation 
strong enough to serve as bridges for our party ; past 
deserted villages with smells so vile as to apparently 
frighten even death away; winding in and out amid 
vast colonies of forsaken ant-hills ten feet high, hard 
as rocks, and as hollow as drums; over mountain 
slopes as fertile as a Scotch hillside; through valleys 
as rich as a Flanders farm, and depressions as sodden 
as the old-time Lincolnshire fens. Every hour brought 
new wonders ; every day seemed a week of marvels. 
Never did the addled brain of a tipsy poet create 
so fantastic a company as the hundred warriors who’ 
had captured us. No distortion was too violent, no 
device too outrageous, no cry too ear-splitting, no 
act too fiendish, and nothing too degraded for them. 
Wonderfully abstemious when food was scarce, they 
were marvellous gluttons when fortune replenished 
their larder. If victories could have been won by 
yells and bluster they would have conquered the 
world. Yet half-a-dozen British soldiers would have 
put them to flight. Once only did the inhabitants 
of a village show fight. Then our captors spent a 
couple of hours in an elaborate and noisy dance, after 
which they advanced upon the wretched, ill-protected 
huts in the most pot-valiant manner. When a couple 
of hundred yards from the village, however, half-a- 
dozen ill-aimed arrows fell in their midst, whereupon 
they hastily retreated, tumbling over each other in 
their confusion. Thrice was this repeated, until the 
inhabitants having fled they rushed into the village, 
but only to find a very old man who was too feeble 
to follow his companions. After a prolonged dance 
and a noisy chorus our savages clubbed the aged 
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victim to death, after which we resumed our march 
amid the noisiest boasting. : 

Speaking the bastard Arabic which runs everywhere 
throughout North Africa, they chatted good-humour- 
edly and showed us the greatest consideration; in 
fact when the sheik broke down with the continued 
strain their leader readily gave up his ass for the old 
man to ride on. This treatment, so different to that 
invariably accorded to prisoners by the natives of the 
Soudan, convinced my companion that our seizure 
was part of a well-arranged plan. 

On the sixth day we resumed our journey long 
before daybreak. We had now entered a populous 
country, and found at every few miles villages of 
monotonous circular straw and mud huts, with their 
invariable insanitary surroundings, yelping dogs, chat- 
tering guinea-fowl, naked, big-paunched, spindle- 
shanked, black children; miserable over-worked 
women, laboriously grinding corn for their families, 
while their great, lazy, debauched husbands lolled in 
the shade or gathered in circles to narrate boastful 
stories. As our captors always heralded their ap- 
proach .by the most blood-curdling yells, the beating 
of tom-toms and the blowing of elephant-horns, the 
villagers would rush forth to meet us in dancing, 
yelling, extravagant welcome. 

Night was approaching when the energetic outcry 
of our guards, with the indescribable din of thousands 
of shouting savages pouring out of a strongly palli- 
saded town, proclaimed the headquarters of the tribe, 
and we therefore nerved ourselves to meet the king 
of this curious and savage people. Nor were we 
kept long in waiting. As we walked along the 
densely-packed lane of gaudily-painted, greasy, evil- 
smelling, flat-nosed, thick-lipped natives, who yelled 
and gnashed their teeth at us in the most fiendish 
manner, we felt that our lives were not worth a 
moment’s purchase. ; 
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Our escort presently forced a way through a dense 
crowd into a great open space within the stockade, 
thronged with a multitude of grinning savages who 
were if anything dirtier and more grotesquely painted 
than the people outside. As many carried torches 
we were able to take in every detail. One glance 
was enough. We were in the presence of the king. 

Seated on a clumsy, low wooden native chair, 
elaborately carved and ornamented with antelopes’ 
horns, was a burly savage of middle life. His brutal 
face, whereon cruelty, avarice, sensuality, and boasting 
cowardice had left a Cain-like brand, was assuredly 
the most wicked in all that assembly, and that was 
saying much. Grim yet grotesque, a brutish buffoon, 
a king of paint and bombast, blustering and indolent, 
apparently proud of his ignorance, his savagery, and- 
his power of life and death, and exceedincly super- 
stitious, he was yet a man to be boldly faced, for a 
moment's hesitation was regarded by him as a 
proof of certain guilt, and the slightest suspicion 
preceded the death sentence. 

Variously and wondrously painted as were his 
warriors, none could compare with him, for every part 
of his body was covered with little dabs of colour 
each the size of a marble, and as they included the 
most gaudy tints the effect was most striking, especi- 
ally as he had just been anointed with melted fat. 
Childishly anxious to display his wealth, he wore on 
each limb a couple of dozen substantial brass rings 
which rattled noisily as he violently shook himself, 
a thing he was constantly doing, probably with the 
object of drawing attention to his finery, though it 
is perhaps unfair to condemn this savage for a vanity 
too often displayed in the most civilized society. 
How many a fashionable madam goes to church or 
ball in order to display her costly bonnet or dress, 
and how often the wealthy parvenu smooths his 
forehead so that his diamond ring may be admired. 
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These noisy ornaments did not, however, exhaust 
the spotted monarch’s court attire. He wore an 
apron of lion’s skin, thickly embroidered with beads, 
also a Turkish gold piece about the size of a florin, 
suspended from his neck by an old clock-chain. 
But when my eye fell on the man’s crown, despite 
my dangerous plight, I laughed until the tears rolled 
down my cheeks, and the sheik turned in amazement, 
believing that misfortune had driven me mad. 
Think of it, ye multitude of tea-dealers and tea- 
drinkers !—this crown actually consisted of a battered 
old tea-caddy, from which nearly all the colour had 
been rubbed. The broad end encircled the king’s 
head, while the narrower top was filled with gaily- 
dyed ostrich feathers which nodded with the slightest 
movement of the man. 

A couple of brass rods in the lobes of his ears, with 
a smaller one through the cartilage of the nose, 
completed the despot’s state costume. 

Grouped behind the throne was a number of chiefs, 
and fully a hundred royal wives whose excessive 
ugliness and stoutness were regarded as marks of 
the greatest beauty. As to the attire of these ladies 
the least said the better. It consisted wholly of 
paint. 

Having forced us well to the front, our guards threw 
themselves on the earth in jabbering obeisance, while 
the king eyed us with scowling insolence as though 
inclined to order our immediate execution. The 
fact, however, that we faced him boldly and seemed 
in no way frightened by his savage terrors, was 
apparently such a novelty as to arouse his curiosity, 
for he cried in harsh guttural tones— 

“Dogs, do you not tremble when you look on the 
great king M’Bena? Who isso greatas Ip At my 
nod my warriors sweep like locusts over the earth, 
and the people of Wadai, Darfur, and Dar Fertit cry 
with fear at the mention of my name. Do not the 
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rains come at my command ?” and he glanced at his 
attendants with a baleful eye as though he would visit 
with death any who did not show the most frantic 
approval of his bombastic utterances. 

With the fear of extermination so vividly before them, 
is it surprising that the people should with one accord 
yell the most fulsome flattery? Evidently satisfied 
with this homage, the king turned, and looking fiercely 
at the sheik, demanded— 

“Why dost thou, dog of a white beard, hunt in 
my forests?” and a threatening murmur swept 
through the assembly as though the people were 
eager to devour us. 

“Nay, O king! The land through which we were 
passing is not thine, for the Sultan of Wadai and the 
King of Darfur made a covenant that no man should. 
hold it,” boldly cried the sheik, whereat a gasp of 
surprise and horror agitated the multitude. 

“ Hold thy peace, ill-begotten slave. What is it to 
thee where my land begins and ends? Are not my 
warriors as many as the leaves of the forest, and am 
I not the lord of life and death? But thou art an 
accursed slave-dealer, whose lash is ever sounding in 
my people’s ears, and in whose steps follow famine, 
desolation, and death.” 

It seemed marvellously strange to hear this tyrant 
whose hands were ever steeped in blood, and to 
whom cries of suffering were the sweetest music, speak 
in such an injured tone of other men’s iniquities, 
But I had forgotten that your true villain is ever 
ready to denounce rascality which brings him no 

rofit. 
But the sheik was as hot-tempered as a stripling. 
With flashing eyes and quivering nostrils he shouted 
loud enough for every one to hear— | 

“Uncircumcised dog! Thou liest. The fetters of 
a slave would better become thee than thy silly king- 
ship, Lo, thou shalt die the death of a mangy 
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jackal, and the least of thy slaves shall spurn thee 
with his foot.” 

My heart stood still as I gazed in unutterable 
amazement at Selah Mohammed. Had he lost his 
senses, or, foreseeing certain death, was he determined 
to anticipate torture by inviting immediate execu- 
tion? 

But the king was more astonished than I. For 
fully half a minute he sat with head thrown back, 
mouth and eyes wide open, and arms hanging limp. 
A shiver of astonishment and dread swept over the 
multitude, which had become ominously silent. At 
last the king recovered his presence of mind and 
bent forward as if to give some order, his bleared 
eyes meanwhile glaring like those of a bayed wild 
beast and his hands fiercely clutching the sides of his 
throne. Passion, however, choked his utterance, and 
he threw himself back with gnashing teeth and 
scowling face. As if in anticipation of the order he 
so often gave, a great negro, with a terribly disfigured 
face and body painted vermilion, stepped forward 
and held his broad-bladed clumsy native sword in 
front of him. This was the royal executioner, one of 
the most industrious officials of this barbarous state. 

But the sheik’s audacity had roused all the devil in 
M’Bena’s wicked heart. With a catch in his breath 
he paused to reflect, and it was easy to see how those 
reflections ran. Sudden death would not be preceded 
by enough suffering to fill the measure of his 
new-born hatred, so leaning forward and leering 
malignantly he hissed— 

“Spawn of the crocodile! You shall surely die, 
but in such a manner as none of my enemies have yet 
suffered. Take these dogs hence,” he cried, turning 
fiercely to his attendants, “and to-morrow when the 
sun is midway in the heavens their groans and cries 
for mercy shall echo through the forest.” 

Thrust into a reeking hut, with a dozen savages 
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squatted round closely watching, what hope had we 
of deliverance? Crowds of women and _ children 
babbled near the entrance, seeking to catch a glimpse 
of the terrible beings who had dared answer the 
tyrant in his own words, but as the hours sped we 
were left alone with our silent guards. 

Those who have never been under sentence of 
death cannot realize how sweet life is, how bright 
the sun, how inviting the forest and the hills, how 
melodious the call of beast and bird, how pregnant of 
life the gentle breeze as it rustles the forest leaves or 
sways the tall dry grass on the plain, how surpassingly 
beautiful the pictures of memory, and how malignantly 
forbidding the dark shadows beyond the veil of 
death. 

And yet the thought of Atika was like a golden 
thread running through my sombre reflections. Ah, 
me! With what a happy sigh did I recall her 
beautiful face, her soul-lit eyes, her voice so like an 
angel’s echo, her bashful moods, and her evident joy at 
my escapes, with her blushes and sweet confusion, her 
pouting coldness and stolen glances—were they not 
surely signs of love? Then with all the inconsistency 
of a lover I condemned myself as a presumptuous 
clown for daring to hope so sweet a being could love 
me. And yet, oh cursed fate! a few hours hence I 
should be of no greater value than a dead dog! Thus 
does anticipation either delude us with the golden 
apples of hope or magnify death a thousand times. 

The night was far spent when the sheik rose, and 
turning his face in the direction of Mecca slowly and 
impressively chanted his prayers. Then he said— 

“ Fate, which overtakes all men, has found us at 
last, Yuseef. But the brave man bowing his head to 
the inevitable prepares to meet his end with calmness. 
I have no regret save that of leaving Atika, the light 
of my old age, the flower of my soul,” and his voice 
trembled, “though I know well that Tampa will 
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defend her with his life. And yet it grieves me to 
know that thou who hast just crossed the threshold of 
manhood must also die. Bow thy head, my son, and 
receive an old man’s blessing.” 

There in the silence of the night, under the blinking, 
curious eyes of the savage watchers, the fitful torch- 
light casting fanciful shadows, and the angel of death 
fluttering his wings over our heads, did I kneel at the 
feet of Selah Mohammed and with full heart receive 
his benison. Ah, how little do the petted children of 
civilization, who too often regard experience and age 
with scorn, realize the peace and soothing of the 
Eastern blessing. Amid the solemn cadence of the 
Arab’s voice there seemed to echo that plaintive cry 
of far-away Esau, “Bless me, even me, O my father.” 
As the old man bespoke me joy for my remaining 
hours, a safe passage through the valley of death and 
a certain entrance into the joys of Paradise, a great 
calm settled on me, so that I even contemplated the 
approaching ordeal with comparative indifference. 

After a breakfast of dourra cakes and muddy water, 
we sat and patiently listened to the cries of the 
gathering multitude, for the execution of Arab slave- 
dealers was an event of such rarity as to rouse the 
natives to the highest pitch of excitement. At last 
amid an indescribable uproar we were hustled into 
the open where the villainous king and his court 
awaited us. 

Under the penetrating sunlight the bright colours 
of the spotted monarch and his people looked garish 
and even repulsive. Little time was, however, given 
us for observation, inasmuch as we were driven 
forward until we stood within a couple of yards of the 
king. Fixing his jbrutish eyes on us, he rolled his 
great tongue over his thick lips as though anticipating 
a rich feast. Then he leant forward and leered at us 
in the most horribly insolent and tantalizing manner, 
meanwhile grunting his satisfaction like some overfed 
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hog. Yes, by everything sacred, I would at that 
moment have willingly sacrificed all my hopes of 
salvation to be free from my bonds and to dash my 
clenched fists into his besotted face. I believe the 
man could read some such wish in my eyes, too, 
for he drew back involuntarily, but recovering him- 
self he taunted us, a rough pleasantry which his 
servile courtiers applauded vociferously. 

This pastime had not, however, been long in 
progress before a man enveloped in a white robe 
forced his way through the crowd and calmly took 
his stand by the king’s side. Well might we both 
exclaim, as he turned a mocking face towards us— 

“ Mahrakee! ” 

Yes, it was indeed that consummate villain. Fickle 
Dame Fortune, which takes so many rascals under her 
protection, had apparently saved him from my random 
shot, and led him from the interminable daves of the’ 
Mara mountains. Then he had made his way to 
M’Bena’s town and arranged our capture, always, 
however, keeping in the background, and only making 
his appearance in time to gloat over our last sufferings. 
Although “honesty is the best policy,” the bond 
which unites villains is often closer and more loyally 
adhered to than is that of honest men. Mahrakee 
and the king appeared to be on the best of terms, for 
the monarch smirked and smiled and nodded assent 
as his companion whispered in his ear. Our old 
enemy, after regarding us for a short time in the most 
insolent manner, cried— 

“As thou seest, Selah Mohammed, Fate delivers 
even the lion into the claws of the beetle. And yet 
life is sweet to the aged, especially when those he 
loves may require his help.” 

“Of a truth, treacherous dog, thou dost combine 
the vulture’s scent for blood with the hyena’s 
cowardice,” cried the furious sheik ; for this covert 
threat respecting his daughter had touched him more 
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acutely than any physical torture. “Nay, the sight 
of thy evil face makes me long more eagerly for 
death, for then I shall see thee no more.” 

The blow told. Mahrakee’s eyes blazed and he 
ground his teeth. Stepping forward he raised his 
hand and was about to strike the fearless old man, 
but restraining himself, he exclaimed in a voice hoarse 
with passion— 

“Thou worthless carrion. Age has many privileges, 
and its tongue wags when wisdom would remain 
silent. Still, as thou knowest, O sheik, thy death 
cannot benefit me, and I will spare thy life if thou 
wilt give me thy daughter Atika in marriage. But as 
to this dull-witted hog,” and he pointed contemptu- 
ously at me, “he shall die.” 

“ Dog of an outcast,” cried my companion, whilst I 
was straining like a madman at my bonds, “I love 
my daughter better than life, and would rather die a 
thousand deaths than give her to thee. Inshallah! 
Thus do I defy thee and the painted folly which 
juggles with death at thy side.” And before any one 
could divine his intention, he deliberately spat in the 
faces of Mahrakee and the king. 

A gasp of profound stupefaction swept through the 
crowd, followed by amoment’s silence. Then a babel 
of fierce yells burst forth and many a hand was raised 
to hurl a spear at us. While Mahrakee stood motion- 
less, a look of the most malignant hate on his face, 
the king roared incoherently for a few seconds. At 
last he managed to fiercely give the order to his 
executioner— 

“ Slave, strike off this man’s head.” 

As the ruddy savage swung his great sword up I 
gave a groan of despair and closed my eyes, for I 
could not bear to see the brave old man cut down 
like a stalled ox. But the blow never fell, and when 
I looked again I saw that the executioner’s arm 
temained upright, while he was struggling desperately 
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as though in the grasp of some infinitely stronger being, 
meanwhile yelling in the greatest fear. Naturally 
every one looked at the man in the most profound 
astonishment, and fully a minute elapsed ere M’Bena 
roared— 

“ By my sacred head, if thou dost not at once kill 
this man, thy heart shall be torn out and thrown to 
the dogs.” 

Maddened by this threat the negro redoubled his 
exertions and screamed with fury and fear. Then as 
we still looked we saw—O most wonderful of myste- 
ries !—a forearm and clenched hand grow from out the 
air, the hand grasping the executioner’s wrist, and the 
light brown arm knotted and gnarled as if its owner 
was putting forth every effort to restrain the negro. 
That such an awesome sight should paralyze every 
one was but natural. Yet as we gazed in fearsome 
astonishment, a cry rang from the king, and his 
eyes became charged with such horror as might well 
haunt the orbs of the damned. Following his look 
we saw a sight which made the sheik and I reel like 
drunken men and cry out in abject terror. 

Within a couple of feet of us and immediately 
fronting the trembling, blubbering king was a face—a 
face with gleaming eyes, set teeth, and angry frown. 
We could not see any body or head, and yet the 
features were so distinct and life-like that the sheik, 
Mahrakee, and I immediately recognized them. The 
face was that of Abu Bekr, the Physician. 


CHAPTER VIII 
ENCIRCLED BY SERPENTS 


FoR several seconds that mystic face remained 
stationary, and then moved slowly towards the 
trembling monarch, who was now grovelling on the 
ground screaming with terror. After thus effectually 
subduing him, the mission of the spectre appeared to 
have been accomplished, for it gradually faded away, 
leaving the sheik and I in a state of the greatest 
bewilderment. 

Is it surprising that the executioner should have 
been driven mad by his uncanny experience? With 
a maniac laugh which rang in my ears for weeks 
afterwards, he rushed from the enclosure and through 
the ranks of cowering natives into the forest, where 
his yells and blood-curdling laughter died away in 
faint sobs, and where he was seen no more of man. 

Though my recollection of the next hour is exceed- 
ingly hazy, certain events stand out like the leading 
features of a nightmare. I can recall, for instance, 
the snivelling and weeping king crawling to the 
sheik’s feet and kissing them in the most abject 
submission, while his fat wives, along with grizzled 
warriors, young women aged by labour and old 
women grinning like witches, blustering chiefs, malig- 
nant and bloodthirsty witch-doctors, children and 
slaves, prostrated ae a and with trembling 
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voices and heartrending sobs beseeching us not to eat 
them. I can remember, too, smiling as I reflected 
how unpalatable a meal any one of them would 
make. 

Though the sheik was astonished at the strange 
vision, he was not the man to miss such an admirable 
opportunity to turn the tables on an enemy. Stepping 
forward he seated himself on the grovelling monarch’s 
throne, and then spurned M’Bena’s body with his 
feet, meanwhile exclaiming in imperative tones— 

“ Arise, dog, for I mean to slay thee.” 

“Mercy! mercy! O king of the gods of fire and 
water,” jabbered the cowardly monarch, as he crawled 
forward and frantically kissed Selah Mohammed’s 
feet. “Destroy my people, but O spare me and IJ will 
be thy slave.” 

Disgusted with the tyrant’s cowardice and treachery. 
and resolved to complete his subjection, the sheik 
seized a spear and most lustily belaboured the cring- 
ing monarch—an operation which made M’Bena 
scream and writhe as though he was being tortured 
with red-hot pincers. Though I am not, as you have 
already divined, of a cruel disposition, this vigorous 
thrashing of a bully who had been the terror of his 
tribe for years gave me the liveliest satisfaction, and 
largely compensated me for the terrors I had endured 
during the last twenty-four hours. 

On the principle that a good example cannot be 
too readily followed, I, too, seized a shaft and began 
to beat an energetic tattoo on the backs of several of 
the savage courtiers who had so unmistakably shown 
me how much they anticipated my sufferings. Ina 
short time, therefore, the air rang with screams and 
moans, appeals for mercy, and the noisiest expressions 
of penitence, for the entire community imagined that 
they too would be similarly punished and therefore 
wept at the doleful prospect. 

Exhausted at last by his physical sermon the sheik 


130 THE GREAT MAGICIAN 


ordered the king to rise. Next taking the canister- 
crown, with the lion’s skin and other emblems of 
savage royalty, he donned them himself, and resuming 
his seat requested me to take my stand by his 
side. Then ordering the king to prostrate himself he 
placed his feet on the crouching bully’s head and 
threatened the tribe with the most terrible punish- 
ment if they did not obey his every order. Poor 
wretches, they were only too ready to promise any- 
thing, and I believe they would have sacrificed their 
cattle and children without hesitation had we insisted 
on it. 

As we rested from our labours I suddenly bethought 
me of Mahrakee. 

“By the beard of the Prophet,” exclaimed the 
sheik, his eyes blazing, “he must be caught, otherwise 
he will lie in wait again like a snake in the grass to 
strike when we least expect.” 

Our efforts were, however, in vain, and we failed to 
obtain any trace of Mahrakee until next day. Then 
we found that, taking advantage of the confusion in 
the stockade, and realizing how the waste of a moment 
might ensure his destruction, he had hurried with 
half-a-dozen attendants towards the north. Unfortun- 
ately,as the king had no animals wherewith to pursue 
him, we were powerless to attempt his capture. Alas! 
our failure to seize the man while he stood panic- 
stricken at the appearance of Abu Bekr’s face caused 
us many a month’s suffering and anxiety. 

Treated as gods, our slightest wish instantly obeyed, 
and our aid invoked against every evil, whether an 
attack of hostile tribes, an eclipse, a thunderstorm, an 
invasion of white ants, an outbreak of malignant fever, 
or danger and death in every form, we might have 
reigned supreme had we desired to remain. Even 
the evil-eyed, discredited, blood-smeared witch-doctors, 
certainly the greatest villains of savage life, were most 
abject to us, though many a furtive, malicious glance 
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showed that like gagged snakes they would strike 
with greater venom when an opportunity offered. 

On the fourth day after our marvellous escape we 
commenced our return journey with an escort of fifty 
picked warriors. Assured that if we proceeded 
through the same country we had traversed in our 
passage to the south we should meet with the fiercest 
opposition from the tribes who had been so violently 
harried, the sheik decided to take a more westerly 
course, the more especially as he hoped to secure 
valuable consignments of ivory in the fertile plains to 
the north of Bogenna. 

Assuredly the wonders of the Soudan are marvel- 
lous in their variety, overpowering in their magnitude, 
bewildering in their extremes of wealth and poverty. 
In a radius less than that from the Land’s End ‘to 
John o’ Groat’s there is included great mountains 
capped with eternal snows, burning waterless tawny 
deserts, the upper reaches of the three great rivers of 
Africa, a lake of 10,000 square miles, healthy uplands 
whereon Europeans may thrive and amass agricultural 
wealth ; rocks rich in precious metals; fever-laden 
marshes, the abode of loathsome insects, poisonous 
snakes and myriads of leeches; great primeval forests, 
silent as the grave; wattled cities, seething with 
savage life ; vast plains thickly covered with ant-hills, 
oceans of moving sand, boundless reaches of the most 
gaily-coloured flowers—a land flowing with milk and 
honey, and yet a land of starvation; a land ringing 
with the music of animated nature, and yet a land 
over which the silence of eternity reigns; a land 
where the full liberty of the desert Arab is countered 
by the clanking chain and the never-ending cry of the 
wretched slave. Ina word, it is a land endowed by 
the Eternal with every requisite for happiness and 
peace, but a land where ignorance is enthroned and 
human passions run wild. Here, indeed, is the con- 
fusion of tongues, man in savage primeval infancy, 
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and Christianity, Mohammedanism, and Paganism 
looking as fiercely into each other’s eyes as though 
their respective missions were war, pillage, and 
destruction. 

And yet while the song of progress vibrates through 
Europe and America, and its echoes are even pene- 
trating custom-bound Asia, Central Africa lies dull, 
inert, brutalized. Alas! when will Britain recognize 
that its noblest mission and truest interest lie in 
rescuing this melancholy continent from the hell 
wherein it wallows? 

On the evening of the third day we camped at a 
considerable village occupied by a peaceful agricul- 
tural tribe, and as the sheik had energetically restrained 
our bullying escort we were hospitably received, 
Selah Mohammed and I being accorded the place of 
honour, to wit, sharing the chief’s hut and taking our 
meals with him. It was, however, a distinction I 
would gladly have dispensed with, for the large cir- 
cular, thickly-thatched cottage was as dry as tinder 
and might catch fire at any moment, while the earthen 
floor on which we squatted was indescribably filthy, 
and the members of the household had anything but 
an inviting appearance. And though hunger is the 
best sauce, I could not overcome my repugnance 
at having to dip my hand in the common dish for 
stewed bananas, dog, or other questionable morsels, 
seeing that the filthy paws of the chief and his sons 
were constantly thrust therein. 

Unlike civilized man, the African savage never 
converses during his meals. With his gaze greedily 
fixed on the mess of food before him, he is afraid that 
if he does not despatch as much, and that as quickly 
as possible, his companions will have devoured it all ; 
hence every meal resembles an eating match. As 
the sheik and I had no wish to enter into such a 
competition, we fared badly, and saw the contents of 
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Absorbed by these reflections I paid little attention 
to the coming and going of the females, or to a con- 
stant rustling in the roof. On glancing at the chief, 
however, I saw something which chilled me with 
hotror. Towering behind the host, and swaying 
gently to and fro, was a great python, its flat head 
thrown back, its black metallic skin glistening in the 
torchlight, its red fangs playing viciously about its 
thin lips, and its small bright eyes fixed malevolently 
on me. Confused thoughts of the horrible death 
awaiting me flitted through my brain as I sat spell- 
bound, but when I saw a couple more monsters rear 
themselves behind the chief’s sons I felt convinced 
that I had indeed gone mad, and that my disordered 
brain was conjuring up horrible visions. 

Some sigh or slight movement on my part must 
have roused the sheik’s attention, for after looking at 
me in astonishment he followed my gaze, and then 
addressed the chief in a matter-of-fact tone. 

“As Allah rewards the brave, O chief, thy family 
grows quickly.” 

“Nay, O mighty one,” responded the host, as he 
looked over his shoulder and caressed the ugly head. 
“These are our defenders by day and night. Should 
an enemy seek to enter our huts by stealth, or even 
to attack us, then one of these great serpents will 
throw itself on him and speedily crush him to 
death.” 

As I looked at the man to see whether he was not 
indulging in the universally savage custom of boast- 
ing, I saw that he was serious enough. Then the 
presence of the monsters was a striking proof of their 
attachment to the family circle. 

Strangely fascinated, I could not take my eyes 
from the serpents. The least was certainly twelve 
feet long, and all were evidently hungry. Then 
something prompted me to glance behind me. By 
the living God! four were ranged beside the sheik 
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and I. So great was my surprise and horror that I 
nearly fainted, and actually shouted with terror as 
one of the brutes bent its head to the level of my face, 
and though it was possibly seeking a caress, it looked 
so devilish and inflated its body so much that I felt 
certain it was about to attack me. Even the non- 
chalant sheik uttered a hasty “ Bismillah !” 

To our infinite relief, however, and at a call from 
the chief’s wives, the serpents hissed and writhed and 
floundered to the other end of the hut, where the 
women-folk rubbed their heads and necks with fat, 
and then concluded by pouring a considerable quan- 
tity down their throats, an operation the pythons 
appeared to enjoy, for after swaying their bodies 
gently to and fro for a short time they laid their 
heads on the arms of the women, who meanwhile 
crooned a monotonous song and patted them. Pre- 
sently the pythons crawled back to the eaves and 
troubled us no more, though I spent a sleepless night, 
fearing they would attack us. 

Nor was this the only evidence of the attachment 
of these reptiles to the natives. However hungry 
they may be they will not seize a fowl, dog, or indeed 
any living creature belonging to the village, but when 
in want of food will betake themselves to the forests 
to forage for themselves. 

Having secured plenty of ivory, the sheik at last 
consented to turn his steps to the north, a resolution 
which filled me with joy, for I was ever haunted by 
the dread that Abu Bekr, having every opportunity, 
would successfully plead his cause with Atika. Brave, 
handsome, possessed of some strange mystic power, and 
secure in the respect and admiration of the sheik, he 
was a most dangerous rival, and my heart sank as I 
compared myself with him. What was there in me, a 
stranger, a pensioner on the bounty of her father, and 
a clumsy, though good-natured, fellow at the best, that 
J should be so mad as to hope she could love me? 
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Of our long marches through lands devastated by 
the slave-dealers I need not speak, but we at last 
entered the more populous state of Wadai, though in 
the southern part of it the peaceful inhabitants were 
so terror-stricken at the appearance of our strong 
party that they fled into the forests, after burying 
their hoes—this simple agricultural weapon being the 
greatest treasure an African savage can possess. Ah, 
how often I longed to know that at last Britain had 
risen in its might and resolved to strike the hydra- 
headed monster slavery to the earth, and to take 
these rich lands under its protection. God grant the 
day is not far distant ! 

Conceive our joy when one morning we saw the 
outlines of the Mara mountains like faint pencillings 
on the eastern sky. Even Selah Mohammed, mounted 
on his patient ass, who plodded along with the greatest 
indifference, was moved to noisy rapture as he 
pictured his adored daughter awaiting him and long- 
ing to rush into his arms. Our progress was, how- 
ever, interrupted in a somewhat unexpected manner. 
While passing through the outskirts of a populous 
town we were stopped by a strong body of the Sultan 
of Wadai’s troops. Under the impression that we 
were engaged in slave-raiding, they were about to 
attack us, when the sheik, stepping forward and 
holding up his arms, exclaimed— 

“In the name of Allah and the Mahdi!” 

This commonplace expression, strangely enough, 
wrought a wondrous change, for the leader of the 
soldiers, after responding “ Allah help us!” stepped 
forward and energetically embraced my benefactor. 
The marked emphasis, however, with which these 
words were uttered, with the unusual warmth of their 
embraces, aroused my attention, and I naturally sought 
an explanation from the sheik when we were alone, 
but the reluctance with which he discussed the matter 
only confirmed my belief that the sheik and the 
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soldier belonged to some secret society. Equally 
mysterious, too, was the brand aU! upon many of 
the slaves and cattle in this country. As this was 
the Arabic word for God I was the more surprised, 
inasmuch as Mohammedans do not lightly utter or 
use the name of the deity. 

When within ten miles of our journey’s end we 
were alarmed by the loud braying of horns and the 
beating of drums. Concluding that we were about to 
be attacked, the sheik at once formed us into a 
compact body, and then calmly awaited the enemy ; 
but imagine our joy on finding that the party con- 
sisted of Abu Bekr, Tampa, and a number of slaves. 
The first cordial greetings over, the sheik said— 

“Though thy knowledge and wisdom are great, O 
Abu Bekr, surely the winds of heaven brought thee 
tidings of our coming. Or is it that thine eye, like 
that of the vulture, sees from afar?” 

“Thinkest thou, Selah Mohammed, that a man’s 
thoughts can go no further than he can throw a stone, 
or that before believing he must first touch and taste 
that which he sees?” and the physician elevated his 
eyebrows, as a man will who finds the simplest facts 
of life doubted. 

“Nay, by the Prophet’s mantle, neither I, Yuseef, 
Tampa, nor any other man can give thoughts such 
vision and substance as to paralyze the hand of death, 
or foretell the exact return of men lost in the wilder- 
ness. Thou alone, Abu Bekr, canst be in two places 
at once,” cried the sheik as he looked searchingly into 
the face of the stately Atab. But he got little by his 
cross-questioning. 

“These are strange riddles,O sheik! Lo, Atika 
thy daughter and Tampa will tell thee that I have 
not left their camp these fourteeti days. Because I 
saw thee ih a vision last night but a day’s journey 
from us must I be charged with consorting with the 
Evil One?” 
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“Allah forbid! Thou art a true believer, and 
seekest to exalt the Faithful.” 

As we approached the great banana tree where I 
had been nursed back to life, a white-robed figure 
darted forward, and Atika threw herself into her 
father’s arms with a cry of joy. At last the beautiful 
girl raised her streaming eyes and said— 

“Great is my joy, Yuseef, to again see my father, 
and thou with him.” Then looking fondly into the 
old man’s face she continued— 

“Blessed art thou, my father, to have so faithful 
a friend as Abu Bekr! He cheered us when we were 
in the deepest despair, for he said that thou wouldst 
surely return.” : 

“May Allah the Dispenser of blessings and His 
all-powerful Prophet reward thee,O Abu Bekr!” re- 
sponded Selah Mohammed in a trembling voice. 
“May the angel of love smile on thee, and the 
flowers of contentment strew thy path! ” 

“Let Allah be exalted! The good wishes of the 
virtuous are the echoes of Paradise, and words of love 
are more grateful to the longing heart than water to 
the thirsty traveller,” and the physician cast such a 
significant look on Atika as made her blush and 
cast down her eyes. 

Happily this embarrassing conversation was inter- 
rupted by the call to prayers. 

Is there any torture so keen as that of uncertain 
love? To be suddenly transported from the sunny 
pinnacles of hope to the gloomy depths of despair, to 
long for a responsive word or look from the loved one, 
and to be met with shy coldness; to expect warmth 
and to be chilled by indifference; to look for prefer- 
ence, and to be elbowed aside by a rival ; to find one’s 
brilliant day-dreams suddenly replaced by the night- 
joa of neglect—all this is maddening to the ardent 
over. 

My gloomy sadness had evidently not escaped 
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Tampa’s attention, for that night, as I tossed in 
mental agony, the good fellow sympathetically 
whispered— 

“Be of ‘good cheer, O Yuseef! Love is like a 
petted child, wayward and contrary. Women often 
show the coldest face when they have the warmest 
hearts.” 

“Ah!” and I grasped my loyal friend’s hand. 
“Canst thou then help me? Does Atika love 
me?” 

“ Nay, by the Prophet’s harem,” he responded with 
a chuckle, “ thou must ask her thyself. A well-beaten 
camel dreads the stick, and my experiences in love 
affairs have taught me never to meddle with them 
again. Years ago when I was budding into manhood, 
and the pleasures of life seemed like a ripe melon, 
grown especially for my refreshment, a certain friend, 
Baraka by name, besought my help in wooing a 
damsel. While he was shy and of halting speech, I 
was as foolish as a young ostrich, and possessed a 
tongue which wagged unceasingly. Gladly under- 
taking the task, I pursued it with such enterprise as to 
overshoot the mark and make the fair one fall in love 
with me. But when I told her that I had been acting 
for Baraka, and had no desire to take her to wife 
myself, she raised such a commotion as to place my 
life in danger, for her father and relatives swore to be 
revenged for the slight I had put on them, and pur- 
sued me for several days through the Sahara. One 
lesson like that serves a man a lifetime.” 

After assuring him that I was quite capable of 
prosecuting my own love campaign, I questioned him 
respecting Abu Bekr, and told him of the strange 
apparition at M’Bena’s town. 

“ Allah protect us!” he whispered in dread, and such 
a pause as a man will make who looks around in the 
darkness half expecting to behold a fearsome face 
“Thou mightest as well ask me where the wind goes, 
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or why visions come to a man in his sleep. Though 
I am no coward, Abu Bekr looms over me like a 
giant. Verily he appears to read my inmost 
thoughts, to foresee all danger, to control forces of 
which I am ignorant, and to possess the power of life 
and death,” and the poor fellow edged closely to me 
as though companionship meant safety. 

“But he cannot mean to injure us, otherwise he 
would have taken advantage of the sheik’s absence,” 
I observed in anything but a confident tone, for 
like Tampa I felt the overpowering influence of the 
man. 

“Thou sayest truly. Nay, he has blessed us by his 
presence. We met him for the first time about a year 
ago while journeying through the swampy regions to 
the north of Lake Chad. The sheik had been stricken 
with fever, and was indeed dying when a caravan 
arrived on its way to the west. Abu Bekr, who 
accompanied it, took compassion on us and remained, 
and by the exercise of the most marvellous powers 
saved my father’s life. Refusing all recompense he 
departed ten days later. Six months passed ere we 
saw him again. He was then journeying through 
northern Wadai on his way to Yaku. We next 
passed three days with him at E] Fashed, as we were 
proceeding to El Obeid, where the sheik wished to 
transact some business and depart before the Egyp- 
tian army arrived. Of Abu Bekr’s movements in the 
camp of the Great Impostor thou knowest as much 
as I. So great is his knowledge and skill as a phy- 
sician, that wherever he camps the people crowd to 
him to be healed, and regard him as one sent by the 
Prophet. Nay, even thou art a living witness of his 
power, for whilst thou lay unconscious under this 
banana tree he opened thy veins and poured therein 
aie drops of precious liquid to protect thee from 
ever,” 

Ah! This then was the reason of my remarkable 
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immunity from sickness during my long journey. 
We had passed through forests and marshes reeking 
with malaria whence it seemed impossible any Euro- 
pean could escape, and yet I had enjoyed perfect 
health. 

“Even Abu Bekr’s slaves,’ Tampa _ continued, 
“know not whence he comes. He changes them 
twice a year, though as he gives each one his 
liberty after a few months’ service there is an intense 
desire to become attached to him. Yet they all hold 
him in dread, inasmuch as they believe he can read 
their inmost thoughts. Nor can I explain the strange 
apparition at M’Bena’s court. On the morning of 
the seventh day after your disappearance he returned 
from Abeshr, and seemed greatly distressed at the 
disaster. Losing no time, however, in vain regrets, 
and after a few cheering words to Atika, who was 
heartbroken and exhausted with weeping, he turned 
to attend to one of the female slaves who had 
strangely enough swooned at his approach. Re- 
questing to be left alone with the girl, he did not 
issue from the tent until long past mid-day. He then 
seemed to be greatly exhausted, but after a draught 
of water he threw himself on his back on the earth, 
where he lay with outstretched arms, closed eyes, and 
sunken face, like a man just returned from a long and 
perilous journey, but on the approach of night he 
rose and bade us be of good cheer, for the sheik was 
well and would ere long return.” 

Is it surprising that a thrill of fear swept over me, 
or that the darkness appeared to be filled with 
strange forms as I reflected on this man’s marvellous 
powers? Hitherto he had used them for good objects 
but of what might he not be capable once his evil 
passions were aroused? As [I thought of his ill 
concealed love for Atika, and his ability to sway the 
thoughts and affections of men, my heart sank and | 
trembled with dread at my prospective misery. <A 
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last, overcome with despair, I groaned out in my 
native tongue— 

“Would to God that I could now die, for what 1s 
life when the springs of love are dried up?” 

Then a low rich voice responded— 

“Peace! Hast thou no faith in thy fellow-man ?” 

And the voice was that of Abu Bekr. 


CHAPTER IX 
IN THE SHADOW OF THE HAREM 


“ PEACE be on you!” 

“On you be peace, and the mercy of Allah and His 
blessing !” cried the sheik in response to the salutation 
of an Arab who had just ridden up and now stood 
attentively regarding us. A thorough son of the 
desert, he and his black attendants appeared to 
delight in war, for all were armed with Moorish 
muskets, long lances, and savage yataghans. 
Mounted on racing camels they bore traces of a long 
journey, and yet showed no intention of dismounting, 
a pretty clear intimation that they were engaged on 
some extraordinary enterprise, for though the Arabs 
of the Sahara spend months in the most frightful 
solitudes, they never become accustomed to the 
sombre silence, but hail with rapture every oppor- 
tunity of fraternizing with the friendly caravans they 
occasionally meet. 

The face of this desert sheik was of a dark bronze 
colour and adorned with a black curling beard, high 
cheek-bones, firmly-set lips, black piercing eyes and 
intelligent forehead, though the latter was half hidden 
by the black hood. 

Apparently a man of few words yet pointed 
actions, he disdained the ceremonious greeting usual 
to Mohammedans and exclaimed— 
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“In the name of Allah the All-Powerful and 
Avenger, it is well with the Promised one. May the 
Faithful be exalted and the infidel laid low!” 

Lifting his hands to the level of his face the sheik 
responded— . 

“QO Allah, save my neck from the fire, free me 
from the chains, the fetters, and the collar. Whoso 
fighteth for the Prophet shall enjoy the sweets of 
Paradise.” 

After hastily drawing on the loose earth certain 
characters which I could not decipher, the sheik 
gravely salaamed to the stranger, who inclined his 
head with a stately courtesy. 

“ Behold, O Zealous One, the power of Senussi the 
Mahdi increaseth greatly, and his followers are as 
numerous as the sands of the desert. Let the Faith- 
ful therefore prepare for the great day when at his 
command they shall hurl themselves against the in- 
fidels and sweep them from the face of the earth. 
Now it is his will that every true believer who hath 
taken the oath shall also enrol his slave in the brother- 
hood, as well as the stranger that sitteth with him at 
meat. And whoso refuseth to take the oath shall find 
no abiding-place in the tents of the Faithful, yet no 
harm shall be done him, but sufficient food, water, and 
raiment given him to enable him to reach the habita- 
tions of safety, for though he belongs not to the order 
of Senussi, he is still thy brother.” 

“May Allah the Compassionate forgive me!” ex- 
claimed the sheik, while a look of perplexity settled 
on his face. “ Must I then at the sunset of life refuse 
the rites of hospitality to the stranger and the 
wayfarer ?” 

“Dost thou not know, O hesitating one, that the 
commands of the great Mahdi can neither be 
questioned nor set aside. Surely the punishment of 
him who disobeyeth is terrible. The angel Azrael 
will strike him suddenly and he shall descend into 
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the grave accursed,” and the dust-stained Bedouin 
bent forward and looked at Selah Mohammed with 
such threatening eyes that I felt strongly impelled to 
forcibly interpose. 

“Allah forbid! What am I to set myself up 
against the will of the all-powerful Senussi? Hath 
he not the powers of omnipotence, and doth his arm 
not reach across the desert? It shall be even as thou 
sayest, O messenger !” 

As the sheik gave his consent in a regretful voice, 
he glanced anxiously around as though looking for 
Abu Bekr, but the physician had retired to his tent 
on the approach of the strange Arab. Before, how- 
ever, the old man could fashion any request or an 
order, the Arab continued— 

“Tt is well, O man of understanding! Blessed is he 
who treadeth the path of duty unhesitatingly. Though 
he may at the first think that it is strewn with thorns, 
he shall find it covered with flowers as sweet-scented 
as the rose which the great Prophet—who shall be for 
ever exalted—blessed. Know this also, O sheik! It 
is the command of the great Mahdi Senussi that his 
Vekils, of whom thou art one, shall gather at Jarabub 
on the seventh day of the month Ramadan, there to 
receive the message from the lips of the Long-promised 
One. See thou therefore to it!” 

“There is no Allah but Allah. There is no con- 
queror that conquereth Allah, the Lord of the East 
and West. It shall be even as thou sayest,” responded 
the old man with a low bow of assent. 

“ Allah keep thee, O faithful one!” cried the stranger, 
as he wheeled his great camel round and spurred it 
rapidly towards the west. 

In sore perplexity and with muttered exclamations 
of annoyance, the sheik stood for some time grasping 
his beard, as men will who are in an awkward 
dilemma. Filled with a presentiment of some ap- 
proaching evil, I hesitated to speak. Thus we stood 
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watching the lessening forms of the Arab and his 
escort as they sped over the varied plain. 

“Nay, O sheik, let not thy soul be vexed,” said Abu 
Bekr, who had silently approached. “ What doth it 
avail thee to trouble thyself? Though thou shalt spend 
the rest of thy days in seeking some means of escape, 
thou wilt surely find none. Is not Yuseef a brave 
man and capable of choosing for himself?” 

Ah! <A pang of horror gripped my heart as I 
realized that the pregnant message of the strange 
Arab was a matter of life and death tome. Before, 
however, I could voice my fears the sheik replied, 
with a heavy sigh— 

“It is even as thou sayest,O Abu Bekr! Fate and 
death dog a man’s heels however swiftly he runs, or 
wherever he may hide. Yet,as thou knowest, Yuseef 
is a stranger and a sojourner amongst us, and his ways 
are not our ways. Because of this I am troubled, 
lest if he does not take the oath, he shall be driven 
forth like a beast of the field, and for a man who has 
saved my life and that of my daughter this is surely 
ungrateful. Allah protect him, for I have no other 
course but to obey. But come, perchance meditation 
may bring light to our darkened minds.” 

. When we were seated in his tent he brought forth 
a bulky Koran, and placing it on a cushion in our 
midst turned and, looking at me sadly, said— 

“Hast thou, O Yuseef, counted the true believers 
thou hast seen since the battle of Kashgeil ?” 

“Nay, Selah Mohammed,” I answered in surprise ; 
“why should I number the people who come and go 
at El Obeid, or the wandering tribesmen of Kordofan 
and Darfur? Is it wise for one who has reached the 
years of manhood to spend his days in counting the 
stars?” 

“It is even as thou sayest. The Faithful are as 
numerous as the sands of the great Sahara, but, alas! 
though knowing their strength, they allow the infidel 
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to trample them underfoot and seize their lands. But 
the day is at hand when Senussi, the true Mahdi, will 
call on the people to arise and smite the oppressor. 
Then will they seize the riches of the unbelievers, and 
extend the empire of the Prophet over the whole of 
Africa as well as lands far beyond. Know, therefore, 
O Yuseef, that thou hast arrived at the parting of the 
ways, and must therefore choose whether thou wilt 
fight with the Faithful under Senussi or with the 
infidel.” 

The sheik paused as though awaiting my answer, 
but realizing that the great crisis of my life had come, 
and that life and death humg on my next few words, I 
paused for reflection, though I felt that Abu Bekr was 
reading my thoughts like a book. 

“Nay, O Yuseef, I can tell thee little respecting 
Senussi the Mahdi, for he allows no one to speak for 
him. Know this, however, that none save a chosen 
few of even the initiated have seen the Prophet, for he 
lives in a great convent at Jarabub, in the Siwa oasis 
in the Libyan Desert. A worker of miracles, his know- 
ledge is not of this earth, and as he is a direct descend- 
ant of the great Prophet Mohammed—who shall be 
for ever glorified—he bears on his body all the marks 
of the long-promised one. No Christian dog or un- 
believing Jew is permitted to approach within six days’ 
journey of Jarabub, where he and the Faithful are 
storing up arms and ammunition for the great day of 
vengeance and victory. Messengers from all lands 
keep him well informed of everything which can affect 
the Faithful, and he is better and more faithfully 
served than king or sultan, for hosts of men will 
willingly rush to death at his command. Thus El 
Senussi, the Mahdi, sits above the world like a great 
spirit watching the nations plot and strive and struggle 
against each other, hoping and waiting for the day 
when the infidel Powers will fly at each other’s throats | 
in their greed to divide the earth and to seize the fair 
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land of Africa. Then will the Prophet Senussi give 
the signal which shall convulse Europe and Africa 
from end to end, and cause every true believer to 
shout the ancient Mohammedan battle-cry, ‘Allah el 
Akbar! Allah el Akbar!’” 

Roused to enthusiasm, the sheik and Tampa leapt 
to their feet, and, waving their right hands, repeated 
the blood-stirring call. 

“But what of the Mahdi of El Obeid who is now 
warring against the Egyptian Government, and who 
claims to be the messenger of Allah?” I said, wonder- 
ing greatly at the apparent contradiction. 

“Speak not of that presumptuous dog in my pre- 
sence,” passionately exclaimed the sheik. “He is a 
Dongalee, and an impostor whom Senussi will laugh 
to scorn.” 

“Trouble not thyself with the Dongalee outcast, 
Selah Mohammed! Though he boasts of subduing all 
Egypt and humbling the infidel, yet he shall not live 
to see the great river rise thrice. Nay, even his body 
shall not be allowed to rest in peace, for the unbeliever 
will defile his grave, and his ashes be cast to the four 
corners of the earth,” cried Abu Bekr. Hitherto he 
had taken no part in the conversation, but sat with 
eyes fixed on vacancy, as though his thoughts were 
far away. His solemnly uttered prophecy suddenly 
calmed the sheik, for he resumed his seat with the 
words— 

“Who shall escape the decrees of fate or measure 
the hand of Allah?” 

Then after a few moments’ embarrassed silence he 
turned to me with the remark— 

“The oath which is required of thee cannot be 
avoided. Art thou ready to swear allegiance to 
Senussi the Mahdi?” 

Alas! the dread moment had come when I must 
choose between loyalty and treason, patriotism and 
treachery, life and death, and yet, though my dear 
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country could henceforth only be a memory to me, 
its vigorous tongue an echo, its empire-building a 
vision, and its great heart-beats remote vibrations, my 
soul revolted against repudiating it, and with a gasp 
of despair which seemed to rend my soul in twain, I 
thrust the beautiful image of Atika and love aside, 
and blindly, madly, and in despair chose loyalty and 
death. Turning to the sheik, 1 cried in a trembling 
voice— 

“Death, O sheik, comes to a man but once. And 
yet though he is armed with terrors which make even 
the bravest tremble, he carries no weapon so fatal to 
the soul as treachery, or poison so venomous as that 
of the ingratitude which prompts a child to smite the 
mother that gave it birth. If the oath thou dost ask 
me to take compels me to bear arms or to testify against 
my native land, then I prefer to die. If death be my 
portion, strike quickly.” 

Assuredly there is a moment in the life of every 
adventurous man when he hears the rustle of Death’s 
wings and feels his chilling breath fanning his cheek. 
Then each heart-throb is like the beat of a mournful 
drum; his brain marshals its sweetest memories, his 
breath catches, his tongue cleaves to the roof of his 
mouth, his blood, after pausing a moment, like a full- 
breasted tide races madly through his veins, and every 
nerve revolts against the threatened dissolution. Yet 
even at that dread moment I can recall the varied 
expressions of my companions—the sheik endeavour- 
ing to hide his compassion beneath a frail mask of 
calmness ; Tampa with quivering lips, drawn face, and 
tear-dimmed eyes; and Abu Bekr immovable as a 
statue, and yet with such a look in his eyes as pro- 
claimed admiration and sympathy. Measured by 
time the pause was only of a minute’s duration, but 
Siena by suspense, dread, and agony it was age- 
ong. 

“Alas, O Yuseef! my oath to Senussi gives me no 
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choice. Didst thou not hear the command of the 
strange Arab? This I may not disobey. If thou 
canst not take the oath, then I may not entertain 
thee, but must drive thee forth amongst strangers. 
Here, then, must we. part, and may Allah the Com- 
passionate and the Protector go with thee!” and the 
old man bowed his head to hide his tears. 

Merciful heavens! The shock came with greater 
force than any sentence of sudden death. To be 
turned adrift in that strange wild country amongst 
degraded savages and fierce fanatical Mohammedans, 
who would soon penetrate my disguise and either 
enslave or torture me, was a punishment of such 
refined cruelty that I could find no words of pro- 
test, but sat in speechless horror looking at my 
companions. 

The first to break the sombre silence was Abu 
aoe and his voice quivered with emotion as he 
said— 

“The great Apostle of the Faithful, O Yuseef, 
prayed for mercy for the brave. Why should we 
who love the waterless desert and the barren hills of 
these northern lands, and are ready to die in defend- 
ing our homes, condemn thee for refusing to be a 
traitor to the land which gave thee birth? Does thy 
love for Britain then compel thee to refuse to assist 
Senussi in opposing the French invaders who are 
creeping slowly over Tripoli, Tunis, and the Northern 
Sahara?” 

““No! a thousand times no!” I exclaimed eagerly, 
as I grasped at his hint like a drowning man at a 
straw, meanwhile marvelling at the accurate knowledge 
displayed respecting the rivalry between the two great 
European nations. “Lo, I will assist Senussi the 
Mahdi against the French or against any other 
European Power save that of England. Nay, more. 
I am not a spy or an outcast to betray the men whose 
bread I have eaten, therefore I will swear not to assist 
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my countrymen by revealing your numbers, your 
secrets, or your preparations so long as I remain 
amongst you.” 

Exclamations of joyous relief showed how my 
answer had pleased the sheik and Tampa; nay, the 
latter was so overjoyed that he actually kissed my 
hand. 

“Thy answer, O Yuseef, is that of a true man,” 
responded Abu Bekr in a satisfied tone. “Do thou 
therefore take the oath, and I will tell Senussi, my 
Master, all thou hast said. He will surely approve 
our action, for he loves brave men, and has ever 
refused to avail himself of the help of traitors, 
Though the ignorant and foolish allege that the 
great Prophet justifies falsehood and treason, hath 
not he, whose name shall ever be exalted, said in 
that excellent book—‘ As to those who believe and 
do good works, we shall not suffer the reward of 
him that worketh righteousness to perish’?” and he 
tees his two forefingers reverently on the open 

k. 

Motioning us to rise, he placed my hands on the 
second chapter of the Koran, with my forefingers on 
the 256th or Throne Verse, and dictated an oath which 
I may not repeat. 

“ Now praise be to Allah, the renewer of years, thou 
hast filled my heart with gladness, and hast made my 
forthcoming journey one of hope and pleasure,” and 
Selah Mohammed’s face beamed with delight. 

Tampa, however, demonstrated his joy in a much 
more enthusiastic manner, for he threw his strong 
arms around me and hugged me, meanwhile noisily 
expressing his pleasure that I was indeed now one of 
the household, and could accompany them anywhere. 
At last, quite out of breath with his energetic demon- 
stration, he resumed his seat and, looking at me 
admiringly, exclaimed— 

“By Allah! it would have broken my heart to 
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have parted from thee, O my brother. Men are com- 
mon enough, but one who will risk his life for his 
friends and not shrink the most trying ordeal is, alas! 
seldom found. My heart is brimming over with joy 
that I have found a true man who regards me as a 
brother.” : 

But modesty forbids me repeating the many flatter- 
ing things he and the sheik said, for their satisfaction 
at escaping from an extremely unpleasant predicament 
made them exaggerate my poor merits. 

This joyous infection soon possessed the entire 
camp. Atika, who had been instructed to remain in 
her tent during this discussion, now came forth with 
beaming face and sparkling eyes ; the light-hearted, 
careless slaves gladly seized the occasion to make 
merry, and even the cross-grained, surly camels seemed 
to be less stupid and quarrelsome than usual. 

Abu Bekr alone remained calm, collected, silent, 
and reserved. 

As our journey to Jarabub would take two or three 
months, it was of course absolutely necessary that we 
should be fully equipped for the privations of the 
desert marches. Hence, after a long consultation, it 
was decided that Tampa and I should at once pro- 
ceed to Abeshr to procure stores. In order to lessen 
the risk of my disguise being penetrated, it was 
decided that I should act as Tampa’s deaf-and-dumb 
servant, an additional security against discovery, inas- 
much as people so afflicted are regarded with peculiar 
reverence by the Mohammedan population of North 
Africa. Let it not, however, be supposed that I un- 
dertook this journey willingly, for I dreaded lest 
Abu Bekr should take advantage of my absence to 
press his attentions on Atika, and possibly obtain her 
father’s consent to their union. But as I could offer 
no serious objection, I was perforce compelled to 
silently acquiesce, though my heart was torn with 
jealousy and rage at the thought that my rival would 
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have such a golden opportunity. Nor could I alto- 
gether hide my fears from the dear girl or the physician, 
for though she remained silent, there was such a look 
of loving assurance in her eyes as told me that I had 
nothing to fear, while the mysterious Arab gave mea 
reproachful glance as he said— 

“Itis well. Whena man leaves a treasure amongst 
thieves it will be stolen, but it is sacred to honest 
men.” 

Somewhat ashamed of my suspicions I responded— 

“Where love is in question it is difficult for even 
honest men to be altogether virtuous.” 

Three days later Tampa and I found ourselves in 
front of one of the great gates of Abeshr. Though 
the capital of Wadai and the seat of the Sultan of this 
great but disjointed empire, there was little to impress 
an European, for it was only a collection of flat- 
roofed white mud houses, nearly all crumbling and 
decayed, and a great fringe of circular wattled huts 
wherein the slaves and poor inhabitants live. Even in 
the more aristocratic quarters the dilapidated houses 
were low, stifling, dark, and entirely devoid of comfort 
and cleanliness, while the streets were narrow, crooked, 
unpaved, and after sunset as dark as Hades. Allto- 
gether lacking the poetry and old associations which 
make so many ancient Arab cities such delightful 
centres of romance, it rivalled the worst of them in its 
evil odours, its degrading customs, its open violation 
of the law, and its gaily-coloured ragged poverty. 
But why afflict you with the details of its abomin- 
ations P . 

For two days all went well. Tampa chaffered and 
bartered with right good will, and thoroughly enjoyed 
abusing the dealers as they sat in front of their tumble- 
down shops in the crowded bazaar. As I always 
accompanied him and was an attentive listener, I found 
the greatest difficulty in refraining from laughing 
outright, for my companion was as good at repartee 
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as a London cabman, and more than a match for the 
vociferating, unscrupulous, and hypocritical dealers. 
He thus bought to the greatest advantage, and soon 
had twelve camel-loads of food and merchandise. 
Convinced that he would be complimented by the 
sheik for his business aptitude, he whisperingly 
informed me as we sat smoking in our little hut on 
the outskirts of the city that we should be able to 
start on our return journey in the cool of the following 
day. 

Alas! Tampa did not realize that fate and women 
often make fools of the wisest men. 

As we spent much of our time in the bazaar we 
saw a good deal of the court; indeed on three 
occasions we were hustled out of the shabby little 
market-place by a body of the Sultan’s soldiers: to 
allow the wives of the monarch to inspect the goods 
without being subject to the gaze of the vulgar. 
Well, on the morning of the third day, on paying what 
we intended as our final visit to the city, we were 
once more driven out of the bazaar and kept 
waiting fully a couple of hours while one of the 
royal ladies did her shopping. Although a large 
number of people were also waiting, they were so 
accustomed to this treatment, and the loss of time was 
of so little account, that they spent it in laughing and 
listening to the paid romancers. 

Presently, a tall, brutal-looking eunuch, who was in 
charge of the royal party, issued from the bazaar, and 
without the slightest reason began striking right and 
left at the people with a stout staff, whereon the 
laughing and chattering crowd was at once changed 
into a screaming, cowering, panic-stricken mob. At 
last, apparently satisfied with the terrorizing effect, he 
cast his bleared, bestial eyes round and caught sight 
of Tampa and I standing upright and looking at him 
with anything but the servile gaze to which he had 
been so long accustomed. | 
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Resenting our independent bearing, he strode 
forward and without the slightest warning aimed a 
savage blow at my head. Stepping quickly aside, 
however, I happily evaded the stroke, which fell with 
a resounding thwack on the head of a slave who had 
been standing behind me. Such an unprovoked and 
brutal attack might well stir the blood of a saint, and 
as I am a man of a somewhat hasty temper, and 
forgetting my assumed character, I gave vent to a 
short, vigorous Saxon expletive, and planted such a 
blow between the eunuch’s eyes as laid him prostrate 
in the dust, where he lay for two or three minutes 
stunned and gasping. 

How can I describe the amazement of the people at 
this prompt and effective punishment of a bully who 
had long terrorized Abeshr? They stood, speechless, 
breathless, wide-eyed, open-mouthed, and rooted to 
the spot, as though some dreadful apparition had 
bereft them of sense and motion. A strange silence 
pregnant with coming terrors had also fallen on 
the assembly, and even the pariah dogs, those noisy 
scavengers of all Arab cities, paused in their quarrels. 

Before the people could recover from their confusion 
or the eunuch rise to give the order for my instant 
death, the square, light palanquin containing the 
princess had been borne from out the bazaar and 
had approached within half-a-dozen paces, its black 
bearers being entirely oblivious of the absence of the 
usual fawning adulation with which members of the 
royal family were received. 

Left to my own devices I should probably have 
permitted the cortege to pass without interruption, but 
Tampa was not the man to allow the smallest chance 
of escape to pass. Realizing that our lives now hung 
on a thread, he suddenly lowered his head, and with a 
yell worthy of the most bloodthirsty savage, charged 
full at the stomach of one of the portly negro bearers. 
of the palanquin. Caught full in his great paunch the 
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man collapsed liked a pricked bladder, while his 
companions believing that a madman was running 
amuck, and anxious for their own safety, dropped the 
frail structure and ‘rushed screaming with terror 
through the streets, thereby spreading the greatest 
confusion. 

As the royal conveyance pitched towards me 
there was a shrill scream, and a woman burst from 
amid the light curtains and rolled at my feet. Nowa 
lack of chivalry is not one of my shortcomings, and I 
can say with commendable pride that I have never 
hesitated to render assistance to the gentler sex, 
especially if the lady was presentable and young. 
What so natural, therefore, when I saw this terror- 
stricken helpless female sobbing and screaming at my 
feet, that I should raise her and offer such consolations 
as are best appreciated by ladies in distress! In my 
confusion I kissed her, and thus put to the test the 
caustic advice of an old bachelor relative who averred 
that the best means of reviving a fainting or frightened 
woman was to kiss her. 

Though as brown as a filbert, the lady was young, 
good-looking, and apparently more courageous than I 
had at first thought, for when I applied the remedy just 
indicated she quickly revived and looked up at me 
with a pair of black, sparkling, loving, and mischievous 
eyes, while an inviting smile illumined her comely 
face. Instead of resenting the freedom with which I 
had placed my arm around her waist, or regretting 
the absence of the detestable Mohammedan veil, she 
appeared to derive great consolation from her position, 
for she leant more heavily on me, and even threw her 
two shapely brown arms round my neck as though fully 
assured that I could effectually protect her. 

But I had neither the inclination nor the time to 
indulge in flirtations, however harmless, for the laggard 
soldiers now came up, and no doubt wishing to make 
amande fae their neclisence. commenced to beat the 
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people with their spear-shafts. Ere they did so, how 
ever, I caught one fleeting glance of Tampa. Pausin; 
a moment he turned and shouted, “ Make thy escape 
Yuseef, and hasten to our hut.” Then he dashec 
down a narrow Street in pursuit of the great eunuch, 
who was evidently too terrified to think of his roya 
mistress or to invoke the help of the soldiers. 

The latter having trounced the people right heartily 
and driven the greater number of them away, were 
now closing in around the palanquin, and thus threat: 
ened to cut off every means of escape. Looking the 
dusky young lady full in the face, therefore, I said in 
a low voice— 

“QO Rose of the harem, my life is in danger. Thou 
must release me, so that I may flee.” 

“ Go, and Allah be with thee!” she responded as she 
nestled for a moment closer to me, and gave mea 
languishing glance. “We shall meet again, O light 
of my soul.” 

As I turned I noticed that she spoke hurriedly to 
one of the slaves as though giving him some directions. 
Then she pointed at me and cried in a voice loud 
enough to be heard by the soldiers— 

“Go, valiant one, and tell my lord the Sultan that 
Zeruda, his favourite wife, has been sorely beset by 
slaves in the bazaar, and that the soldiers have failed 
to protect me.” 

Promptly taking the hint, I rushed through the 
hesitating spearmen, to whom the prospect of the 
bastinado, the lash, and the bowstring were an ever- 
present terror, and dashed down the street I had seen 
Tampa enter. Half-an-hour later I reached the hut, 
expecting to find my faithful friend. But, alas! I was 
doomed to disappointment. 

Never was an unfortunate wretch in more hopeless 
plight than I. Tampa's non-arrival was pretty clear 
proof that he had been captured, and I had heard 
enough of the character of the Sultan of Wadai to be 
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assured that he would show little mercy to one who 
had made an attack on the royal party. Though 
ready enough to risk my life in order to save my 
friend, I had not the slightest idea how to ascertain 
where he was confined. If I returned to the city, I 
should probably be recognized and arrested, or failing 
that, if I attempted to make inquiries I should without 
doubt speedily betray myself, and either be torn to 
pieces by the fanatical people, or be seized by the 
soldiers. Nor could the sheik’s slaves undertake so 
delicate a task, for though willing enough they were 
not men of the brightest intelligence, and could easily 
be frightened into revealing everything to the Sultan’s 
emissaries. | 

When darkness fell, I had come to the despairing 
conclusion that Tampa would not return, and that 
unless help were afforded him ere sunrise he would 
be done to death by the barbarous Sultan. Sucha 
possibility was maddening. That Tampa, my bold, 
brave, chivalrous, and unselfish comrade, should be 
tied hand and foot and perchance gagged, and then 
cut down like a shackled sheep, roused me to frenzy, 
but a frenzy all the more agonizing because of my 
impotence. At last, with a groan of despair, I 
resolved to return to the neighbourhood of the palace 
and trust to the chapter of acidents; yet in order to 
take advantage of any lucky chance, I ordered the 
camels to be laden. 

Scarcely, however, had I given these instructions, 
than a man wrapped in a dark robe cautiously 
approached the hut, and said to one of the slaves— 

“Go, tell thy master that there is one without who 
wishes to speak with him.” 

A moment later the stranger, having closed the 
door, threw aside his mantle, and showed by his 
apparel that he was attached to the palace. Too 
surprised to speak, I could only look with wondering 
eyes. After a brief pause, he said in a low voice— 
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“Behold, O my Jord, she whose breath is sweeter 
than roses and whose face is as beautiful as that of a 
Peri, desires to comfort thee with her presence, and to 
show thee the glories of the great Sultan’s palace.” 

Ah! So Zeruda had evidently seized time by the 
forelock, and was intent on improving my acquaint- 
ance. Now, as you may well imagine, I was in no 
mood for an intrigue, and had Tampa been with 
me I should have refused the invitation. Indeed, I 
was on the point of doing so, when it struck me that 
I might perchance be able to ascertain something 
about my comrade, for though Eastern harems are as 
a rule strictly guarded, it is a wonderful prison where 
news, gossip, and scandal are excluded. Determined, 
therefore, to obey the behests of the languishing 
Zeruda, I said— 

“Blessed art thou, O slave, to bask in the presence 
of so fair a sun! It shall be even as thy royal 
mistress saith. Lead on.” 


CHAPTER X 
THREE CHOICE VILLAINS 


THANKS to the darkness we entered the palace 
unobserved. After groping our way down a dark, 
musty corridor, my guide paused, and in a low 
whisper instructed me to wait. Presently I felt a 
hand on my arm, and heard a voice say, “Come, my 
lord ; all is well.” 

Noiselessly ushered into a dimly-lighted room, the 
redolent perfume of which proclaimed its dedication 
to the gentle sex, I expected to find abundant 
evidence of the costly profusion and incentives to 
love which Europeans always associate with a 
harem. But one glance dispelled the illusion. The 
room was dingier, more scantily furnished, and more 
untidy than the ballet-girls’ dressing-room in a third- 
rate English town. The once white mud walls were 
splashed and stained; the earthen floor was but 
sparsely covered with carpet; the two divans, though 
elaborately carved, were roughly upholstered; the 
little round table from which the occupant took her 
meals was littered with broken food; and two or 
three piles of cushions in as many corners testified to 
the occupant’s method of repose, while a considerable 
quantity of gaily-coloured robes, veils, ribbons, and 
other articles of feminine adornment were scattered 
around the apartment. 
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My surprised reflections were, however, interrupted 
by the entrance of a female from an inner room. 
With a low, glad cry she ran forward, and placing her 
hands on my breast, looked up into my face with 
those languishing eyes which had already so strongly 
impressed me. Ah, yes, it was indeed Zeruda, but 
looking infinitely more charming than when I saw 
her earlier in the day. Without, however, waiting for 
any responsive word or embrace, she impulsively 
exclaimed, in a low, sweet voice— 

“Thou art indeed welcome, O adored one! Since 
the hour when thou didst so bravely rescue me, thou 
hast completely occupied my thoughts. Now I am 
happy, for thou art mine. Ah! thou shalt see how 
well Zeruda can love, for wealth and honours shall be 
showered on thee. How glorious is thy face and 
figure!” and the love-sick lady held me at arm’s-length 
while she looked admiringly at me. Then she threw 
herself on my breast, and with her arms around my 
neck crooned like a petted child. 

My position was certainly embarrassing. I loved 
Atika dearly, and was prepared to face the most 
terrible dangers in order to win her. But I was 
inexperienced in love affairs, and, like young men all 
the world over, saw no great crime in charitably 
bestowing a kiss on a pretty face, especially when I 
saw that it would give infinite pleasure to the sup- 
pliant. But, alas! kisses are the most untrustworthy 
benefactions. The more you give the more are 
expected, though it is only fair to say that as a rule 
the recipient endeavours to return them with interest. 
Zeruda certainly did. 

While engaged in this charitable occupation, how- 
ever, the face of Atika, grief-stricken, reproachful, and 
wondering, seemed to rise so vividly before me, that 
I uttered a cry of surprise and stepped back. 

“What aileth thee, my beloved ?” queried Zeruda, 
as she gave a frightened glance round the apartment, 
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“Ts not the Sultan fully occupied with his new slave, 
and therefore will not visit me to-night? Besides, 
Hassan, the eunuch, is watching, and will warn us of 
danger.” 

Before I could respond the outer curtain was torn 
aside, and Hassan rushed in breathless and wild-eyed 
with terror, Wringing his hands in despair, he 
whimpered— 

“QO Allah,save me! O my most gracious mistress, 
my lord the Sultan is coming hither by the secret 
passage. There is no other way of escape, and if my 
lord finds the stranger here, then swift and terrible 
death will be our portion,” and the man ran aimlessly 
round the room. 

For a few brief moments Zeruda stood as though 
paralyzed. Then her woman’s wit came to her help. 
Casting her eye rapidly over the room she uttered.a 
low cry of joy, and running to one of the piles of 
cushions threw them aside. Then seizing the eunuch, 
she cried— 

“Peace, fool! Go, wait in the corridor, and when 
my lord the Sultan comes, question him as though he 
were a stranger endeavouring to force his way into the 
harem. Thou shalt also threaten to call the guard, 
and thereby delay him a few moments.” 

The calm, decisive tone of his mistress had a 
reassuring effect on the man, for with a muttered 
expression of obedience and a low salaam he left the 
apartment. As he did so, Zeruda whispered— 

“Come, O loved one. Thy life as well as mine 
hangs on a thread, for if the Sultan discovers thee, 
the most terrible of deaths will be ours. Lie down 
quickly, therefore, and whatever happens do not sigh 
or move.” 

Though the danger was so imminent and every 
moment of the most vital importance, the coquettish 
jade could not forbear kissing me as she knelt beside 
me. Then she hastily covered me with several 
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robes and a number of cushions, after which, with 
amazing effrontery, she seated herself by the side of 
this impromptu couch, and began to croon one of the 
monotonous Arab ditties which do duty for singing 
amongst a race whose religion frowns on the arts of 
sculpture, painting, and music. She was, however, 
immediately interrupted by the shrill voice of Hassan 
crying— 

“Who art thou, O slave, that wishes to penetrate 
by the secret entrance into the harem of the great 
Sultan of Wadai, the lord of Africa and the terror of 
the infidels? Begone, or I will call the guard.” 

There was a brief pause, as though the new-comer 
had been taken by surprise. Then a fierce voice burst 
forth— 

“ Dog of a slave, stand from my path, or I will slay 
thee. Knowest thou not thy master? By Allah, 
thou uncircumcised dog, it is well for thee that the 
executioner is not at hand. Down on thy knees, or 
this moment shall be thy last.” 

While Hassan uttered the most abject cries for 
mercy, the Sultan pulled the curtain violently aside 
and strode into the room, meanwhile exclaiming— 

“Bismillah! Zeruda, thy slaves are insolent. The 
wretched eunuch sought to prevent me entering thy 
apartment. But to-morrow he shall die.” 

Some ill-suppressed sobs from the other side of the 
curtain told that Hassan regarded himself as doomed. 

“Welcome, O lord of my life and soul!” exclaimed 
Zéeruda in her sweetest accents, as she ran forward, 
and throwing herself at the feet of the despot, kissed 
his hand. “How I have longed for thee, O renewer 
of youth, and how great is my joy to bask in the 
sunshine of my lord’s presence.” , 

_ Evidently greatly mollified by her apparent delight, 
the Sultan said in a gentler tone, while he caressed 
her hair— 

“It is well, O entrancer of hearts, to know that 
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there is one who really loves me. When I see the 
plotting and treachery of men who are ever loudly 
flattering me I long to be with thee again, and to hear 
thee say how much thou dost love me. Though thou 
shalt repeat ‘I love thee’ ten thousand times, yet it is 
ever as refreshing to my weary heart as a draught of 
water to the wild Bedouin,” and he folded her in his 
arms and looked fondly into her face. 

“Ah, yes, my soul’s desire, I love thee, and only 
thee,” and she nestled up to his breast and threw her 
arms around his neck with superabundant fervour. 

Being in danger of suffocation I had, just before 
the Sultan’s entrance, pushed one of the cushions 
aside, and through the slight opening had witnessed 
the loving dalliance of the purblind husband and his 
sharp-witted, intriguing wife. Faugh! it made my 
gorge rise to see with what readiness she now caressed 
this great, stout, ugly, dark-skinned Arab. God 
protect a man from such a woman, thought I, for she 
will speedily lead him to ruin. And yet, after all, she 
had one redeeming feature, for as she kissed him she 
said in her most winning voice— 

“Thou are great and wise, my loved lord, and wilt 
surely not allow our love to be stained with blood. 
I pray thee forgive thy slave Hassan. If he stopped 
thee it was because he took thee for a stranger, and 
did but do his duty in defending my lord’s harem.” 

“QO entangler of my senses,” laughed the bewitched 
man, “it shall be even as thou sayest. Hassan shall 
live to guard thee.” 

Presently seating himself on one of the divans the 
Sultan appeared to be lost in thought and paid little 
heed to the endearments of his companion, who 
evidently wished to so absorb his attention that he 
should not interfere with the cushions under which I 
lay. But even the most adroit woman cannot always 
successfully juggle with fate. 

The man was apparently troubled and preoccupied, 
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for he sat silent and unresponsive to the caresses of 
his companion. At last she paused, and looking 
anxiously into his face, murmured— 

“ Art thou angry with thy adoring slave, O consoler 
of the afflicted? Assuredly I love thee and would 
gladly die if it would add to thy happiness.” 

Without paying the slightest heed to her honeyed 
words the Sultan rose and began to pace to and fro, 
meanwhile muttering to himself. As he frequently 
brushed past the cushions under which I lay, I was in 
constant fear lest he should give them a kick and 
thereby discover me. Zeruda, too, seemed equally 
fearful, for she sat on the divan watching her liege 
lord’s perambulations with anxious eyes. 

“May they be accursed of Allah,and may their graves 
be defiled by dogs,” the Sultan suddenly cried as he 
paused in his walk and gripped his hands fiercely. 
Then observing the woman’s amazed look he con- 
tinued—“ Though I am Sultan of Wadai, and millions 
are supposed to tremble at my word, I am as helpless 
as a child, for I am overshadowed by a terrible power. 
I am so watched and beset by the agents of Senussi 
the Mahdi that I cannot move without receiving a 
reproof. As thou knowest, O Zeruda, nearly all my 
subjects have been enrolled in the accursed order, 
and at a word from their chief or Master, as they call 
him, they would hurl me from my throne as readily 
as they would destroy an ant-hill. If I appear in 
costly apparel, wear jewels, partake of wine, add to 
the number of my wives and concubines, punish my 
slaves with death, or in any way assist the slave- 
traders, a message forthwith comes from the Vekil of 
Senussi, condemning and threatening me with the 
vengeance of the order. Ah, how often have I wished 
to slay the man, and yet I dare not, for that would be 
my own death-warrant.” 

He stamped his feet and ground his teeth -in 
impotent rage. After a brief pause he continued— 
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“ By the sword of the Prophet, I have less liberty 
than the humblest of my slaves. I cannot trust my 
guards, for they too belong to the accursed order, nor 
th# members of my harem, for I know not which of 
them is not an agent of Senussi. Nay,so great is my 
dread of their prying eyes and of possible assassination, 
that I often awake with a start in the dead of night, 
assured that a malignant figure with a poised dagger 
is bending over me. By Eblis, what would I not give 
for a week’s liberty wherein to wreak my vengeance 
on them!” 

“Nay, but if my lord will only have patience we 
shall surely overcome this dog of a Vekil who dares 
to lift his head against the mighty Sultan,” cooed 
Zeruda. “When the strength of the lion fails it is 
well to adopt the subtlety of the serpent.” 

Without vouchsafing an answer the monarch 
resumed his angry walk across the room. At last 
with a groan of rage and despair he turned, and 
without the slightest warning threw himself at full 
length across the pile of cushions covering me. 

Now a man of sixteen stones weight falling across 
the middle of one’s body is more than enough to 
rouse the most peaceably inclined. With a yell 
which no power on earth could have restrained, I 
doubled up and then rolled over the astounded Sultan. 
For the first few seconds he was speechless, and then 
he commenced to babble in the most abject terror. 
He was evidently under the impression that one of 
Senussi’s agents was endeavouring to assassinate him. 

Happily this terrible dilemma steadied my nerves 
and sharpened my wits. During the scramble the 
Sultan’s head had become somewhat entangled in 
Zeruda’s robes, and he was thus unable to see. Taking 
advantage of the fact, I gave him several sharp blows 
and piled a number of cushions on his head, after 
which I fiercely exclaimed— 

“Thou uncircumcised dog! If thou dost so much 
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as move or groan until thou art told to rise thou shalt 
surely die the most terrible of deaths. Know this, 
thou accursed pig, that I am not of this world, but am 
a gin at the service of Senussi the Mahdi. I am ever 
with thee night and day, and I see all thy evil actions. 
Beware, therefore! If thou dost shed the blood of 
the innocent, or injure a hair of Hassan the eunuch’s 
head, thou shalt straightway be cast into the hell where 
infidels and Jews are for ever roasting on gridirons.” 

Terrified by my threats the poor wretch did not 
utter a word, but lay there trembling like a beaten 
dog. Assured now that I had little to fear, I rose, 
and looking round saw that Zeruda had fainted. 
After extinguishing the small lamp, I groped my 
way to the curtain opening into the outer corridor. 
Here I stumbled over Hassan, who was on his knees 
sobbing with fear, for he had heard my words to the 
Sultan and actually believed I was indeed one of the 
fearful geni so firmly believed in by the Arabs. He 
was about to cry out in terror, but seizing him by the 
throat I whispered fiercely into his ear— 

“ Hold thy peace, imbecile! Give but the slightest 
alarm and I will drive this dagger into thy heart. 
Lead me to the entrance quickly, and no harm shall 
befall thee.” 

This rough treatment brought the man to his senses, 
for he turned, and without a word led me outside the 
palace. Nor did it require much persuasion to induce 
him to guide me to the hut where I had left the slaves. 
Here I dismissed him with some sound advice as to 
how he could further his own interests by appearing 
to rescue the Sultan, and give him a highly embellished 
account of how the evil spirit had vanished in a burst 
of sulphurous flame. 

“Now praise be to Allah, thou hast returned, my 
brother,” exclaimed a familiar voice, and turning I 
saw Tampa’s smiling face. With a joyous cry he 
threw his arms around me, and in true Eastern fashion 
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kissed me. “ But come,” he added anxiously, “I have 
waited long and feared thou wert either dead or a 
prisoner. Nay, question me not now, O Yuseef, for 
every moment is precious, and we must be well on our 
journey ere sunrise. When we next encamp I will 
tell thee all.” 

As our camels were well rested we made a forced 
march that day of thirty-five miles. We had seen no 
sign of pursuit, and flattered ourselves that we had 
escaped from the city unperceived. After our evening 
meal Tampa settled down to tell me his anxiously 
awaited story. 

“Though some might think that I am as fond of 
quarrelling and fighting as a cross-grained dog, yet 
I would prefer to fast a month rather than undergo 
the experiences of last night. After charging the 
bearer, whose fat paunch felt like a sack of brari, I 
saw the big eunuch making at thee witha dagger, and 
as his ugly face reminded me of the proverb, ‘ Under 
every down-hanging head there lurks a thousand 
mischiefs,’ I snatched a yataghan from a soldier and 
faced the villain, but when he saw that I was about to 
attack him, he turned and fled with such speed as 
showed that he was a better runner than fighter. 

“ The treacherous dog, however, nearly killed me, 
for after racing half-way down a street he took shelter 
in a dark doorway, and as I passed he aimed a 
murderous blow at me, but happily his weapon only 
grazed my arm. Before I could recover from my 
surprise he had again taken to his heels and was 
scurrying away like a hunted jackal. Now this so 
roused my anger that I forgot everything else in my 
desire to wreak vengeance on the infidel dog. 

“T was rapidly overtaking him, when he suddenly 
paused in front of a large prison-like house. Then 
he darted inside and secured the great door behind 
him. As this was apparently the only entrance, and 
the little opening above the doorway. was too high 
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for me to reach, I was left to cool my anger in the 
street. While chafing, however, with impotent rage, 
a little naked boy who had been watching me, ran up 
and said— 

“Dost thou, my lord, desire entrance into this 
house ?’ 

“¢ By the mantle of the Prophet, I do, I exclaimed, 
‘Nay, I will give thee three pieces of silver if thou wilt 
show me the way in.’ 

“« Ah! ah! thou mayest then give me the money, 
O warrior!’ exclaimed the little fellow, his eyes dancing 
with delight. ‘Follow me, and be silent.’ 

“Entering the neighbouring house and carefully 
securing the door, he led me to the dark corner of one 
of the inner rooms, and pulling aside a piece of dirty 
matting, exposed an opening in the wall large enough 
to admit the body ofa man. After crawling through, 
I found myself in one of the rooms of the house I so 
much desired to enter. Giving the boy his promised 
reward I motioned him to depart, and then turned to 
listen with strained ears to the sound of voices. 

“Though I am ofttimes foolish and headstrong, I 
have always found it wise to take full measure of my 
enemies before attacking them, and I therefore crept 
cautiously forward across the courtyard, ascended 
the three steps leading into the harem, and succeeded 
in secreting myself in a little dark room near that in 
which the people were talking. The very first words I 
heard thrilled me with horror and amazement; indeed, 
I nearly betrayed myself by my gasp of surprise. 

“¢ It shall be even as thou sayest, O Mahrakee. As 
captain of the Sultan’s guard I will send fifty men to 
seize the insolent sheik and bring him and his house- 
hold hither.’ | 

“¢Inshallah,O Mahmud! When thou dost hand the 
sheik and his daughter, his son Tampa, and the dog 
Yuseef into my hands, then will I give thee one 
hundred gold pieces. The camels and goods thou 
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canst give to the Sultan as a prize seized from a 
robber band.’ 

“¢ And what shall be my reward for persuading the 
Sultan to give his permission for a body of his soldiers 
to undertake so dangerous an expedition?’ chimed 
in a thick husky voice, which I instinctively felt 
belonged to the eunuch. 

“ There was a lengthy pause as though this question 
had caught Mahrakee unawares. At last he exclaimed 
in a sneering tone— | 

“* By the purse-strings of Eblis, thou art careful not 
to be forgotten. When I have the sheik in my power 
I will extract gold from him like water from a well- 
charged sponge. Then will I give thee forty gold 
pieces.’ 

“Though this reward was altogether visionary to 
those who know Selah Mohammed, it seemed to 
satisfy the eunuch, for he smacked his lips in jayful 
anticipation. 

“« And when canst thou start on this journey ?’ 
came the voice of Mahrakee, 

“« Three days hence,’ responded the captain of the 
guard. ‘Yet repeat once more the directions as to 
where these people are encamped.’ 

“<* Thou wilt find them on the slope of the Mara 
mountains by the banks of the Wady Tarah. When 
within two days’ journey of the mountains, direct thy 
course to where three peaks tower like the fingers of 
a giant hand, and by making for the middle one thou 
shalt find Selah Mohammed encamped under a great 
banyan tree.’ 

“Tt is well, O crafty one!’ answered Mahmud. 
‘Thou canst even now regard these people as thy 
prisoners.’ ; 

“The villains having settled this matter to their 
mutual satisfaction now turned to indulge in unholy 
enjoyment, for they produced some bottles of the 
fiery liquor, the partaking of which is forbidden by 
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the Prophet—who shall be for ever glorified—and fell 
to drinking with the greatest relish. This speedily 
unloosed their tongues, but Allah forbid that I should 
repeat one tittle of the blasphemies they uttered. They 
boasted of their amours in the Sultan’s harem, of their 
intention to bring the conspiracy against the life of 
the Sultan himself to a head at once, and they made 
it clear that the monarch’s favourite wife had a leading 
hand in the plot. Ah, I forget her name . 

“ Zeruda,” I ventured. 

“Yes, that was the frail one’s name,” continued 
Tampa. “By Allah, I would have given all I 
possessed to have exposed the villains to the Sultan 
if I could thereby have secured their punishment ; 
but who would have believed me, a stranger, against 
the chief eunuch and the captain of the guard p—nay, 
I should probably have ensured my own destruction. 
Thus I had to wait for hours ere the conspirators 
took their departure, and though I felt strongly 
impelled to attack them, prudence gained the upper 
hand, and I escaped without their discovering that 
their plot had been overheard.” 

While my narrative was not of such serious moment 
to the sheik and his household as that of my com- 
panion, it nevertheless caused the merry fellow infinite 
amusement, and he rolled on the earth with laughter 
as I described the love scene in the Sultan’s harem. 

“ By Allah,” he exclaimed, as tears of mirth glistened 
in his eyes, “that is a pretty story to tell Atika.” 

Terrified at such a prospect, I besought him to 
remain silent, and as he promised to do so I fondly 
imagined the incident would remain in oblivion. 

Such satisfactory marches did we make that by the 
time we entered the sheik’s camp we estimated we 
had gained four days on the Sultan’s guards. When 
Tampa told his strange story to Selah Mohammed 
and Abu Bekr, they recognized the matter as so serious 
that they determined to begin their journey to the 
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north on the morrow. On the latter’s suggestion, 
however, Tampa with a camel and a couple of slaves 
proceeded some ten miles to the south, and lighting a 
fire and strewing broken utensils about, thus sought 
to lead Mahmud’s party to believe the sheik had 
proceeded in a southerly direction. 

On entering the camp I turned my anxious eyes 
towards Atika’s tent in the eager hope that she would 
show some slight sign of pleasure at my return. But 
no. Though I caught her eye several times, she 
always turned away with a disdainful toss of her head 
and an indignant look. What could it mean? How 
had I offended her? Had Abu Bekr then won her 
affections and turned her against me? At last, when 
I could bear the heart-ache and suspense no longer, I 
quietly took my stand in the shadow of her tent and 
waited. When she did appear I so manceuvred that 
she could not escape me again. Then we silently 
looked at each other. Mustering up courage at last, 
I stammered— 

“In the name of Allah, O Atika, what have I done 
to offend thee ?” 

“Offend me!” and her voice vibrated with scorn. 
“Does a man in love shower kisses on the lips of the 
first strange woman he meets? Nay, thou dost not 
need to look so amazed and horror-stricken, for I saw 
it all in a vision as clearly as I see thee now. While 
sleeping one night when thou and Tampa were 
sojourning in Abeshr I was suddenly aroused by a 
voice saying, ‘Behold, O maiden!’ Sitting up, I 
looked towards the end of the tent, and saw thee 
standing in the middle of a room strewn with cushions 
and robes, holding a dark-skinned woman in thy 
arms. Even as I looked thou didst kiss her and she 
returned thy embraces. Are women then like flowers, 
ready to be wooed by every passing butterfly?” and 
with a toss of the head and a flash of the eye she 
turned to go. 
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Fortunately during her description I had managed 
to regain some of my scattered wits, so that I had the 
presence of mind to exclaim— 

“Ah, Atika, a man is often compelled to perform 
the most distasteful tasks in order to save the lives of 
those he loves.” — 

This sensible remark, however, apparently did me 
no good, for the angry girl disappeared within her 
tent. 

My reflections were certainly of the most bitter 
description. Phew! To think that Atika even in a 
vision should have been a witness of my foolish 
trifling with the deceitful Zeruda! But by what 
strange means had she seen the incident? for I knew 
that Tampa, though ever fond of a joke, would not 
serve me so scurvy a trick as to tell his sister of my 
adventures in the harem; besides, he had had no 
opportunity of conversing with her. Surely it must 
be the work of Abu Bekr, who might wish to discredit 
me with the girl whose heart I fondly imagined beat 
responsive to mine. And yet it was difficult to believe 
that a man worthy the name would descend to such a 
miserable subterfuge, though the adage holds good 
everywhere that “ Al] is fair in love and war.” 

Naturally this shadowy suspicion made me 
thoroughly distrust the man, and yet it is but fair to 
say, that even while he read my thoughts and must 
have known my dislike he ever showed me the greatest 
consideration and kindness. But a jealous lover will 
find holes in the robe of an angel. 

Next day I found from Atika’s slightly altered 
conduct that my remark had struck home, and I was 
thus somewhat relieved. 

I forbear wearying you with a detailed description 
of the wonderfully varied country through which we 
passed, but after a fortnight’s easy marching the grassy 
plains, sweet-scented groves, and breezy uplands 
gradually gave place to the limitless barren desert, and 
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the melody of life faded into the sombre silence of 
death. Wehad now entered the terrible Sahara—that 
ocean of sand where the bones of wrecked caravans lie 
white and glistening under the pitiless sun, where 
the bleak yellow rocky mounds look like petrified 
waves, and the great level expanse suggests a putrid 
sea. 

Ah, yes, the Sahara is indeed the home of mystery 
and contradiction. As wide as the Atlantic Ocean, 
hotter than Equatoria, more desolate than the Arctic 
regions, as fatal to life as the most treacherous sea, its 
sparse population more varied than that of Europe, 
and its well-watered oases abounding in tropical 
wealth, it is a land of terrible poverty, though bound- 
less stores of precious metals are locked up in its 
granite mountains. In a word the Sahara is. the 
region of nameless terror, of oppressive silence, weird 
solitudes, and sunny-faced death. Here the deceitful 
mirage mocks the weary eye; hoar-frost treads swift 
on the heels of the blazing sun; huge spiral monu- 
ments of sand dance and swirl and race over the 
desert with terror in their van and death in their rear ; 
and the forces of nature combine to mock man’s puny 
power, 


CHAPTER XI 


IN THE GRIP OF THE WHIRLWIND 


ONE morning after filling our water-bottles at a 
muddy pool, around which a few benighted acacia 
bushes and palms grew, we resumed our journey amid 
the gathering gloom and furnace-like heat, which, with 
the restiveness of the camels, warned us that a storm 
was approaching. After proceeding a few miles, a 
frightened slave drew our attention to several huge 
columns moving majestically along the eastern horizon, 
and vanishing and reappearing in the most remarkable 
manner. 

Taller than the highest spire, and gleaming like 
mountainous torches, they twisted and revolved like 
monstrous things of life. Glowing and glittering 
under the obstructed sunlight they became pillars of 
fire, whilst the dense cloud into which they merged 
showed every varying colour as though they but 
reflected the flames of the subterranean world. Well 
might the slaves exclaim that the world was on fire, 
and even Abu Bekr shudder as he saw the fiery hand 
of death spread abroad in the heavens. Confounded, 
overwhelmed, silenced by the visible might of nature, 
he, like the rest of us, realized that neither principalities 
nor powers, science, learning, or wisdom could save us 
from swift, terrible destruction if one of those sway- 
ing masses overtook us. Engulfed in one of the 
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moving sand-mounds, we should never be seen of man 
again. 

EN or were the terrors confined to the eye. First 
sighs, moans, and hisses vibrated through the air like 
faint echoes from the dwellings of the lost. Then as 
the great columns approached, the noise increased 
until it was louder than the most resonant thunder or 
the roar of all the world’s artillery. Mingling with 
it too was the most weird piping, yelling, whistling, 
groaning, and bursts of fiendish laughter so human-like 
that I frequently turned my head expecting to see a 
demoniacal face leering over my shoulder, or a claw- 
like hand stretched out to drag me below. Surely 
hell is armed with no more refined horrors than those 
which haunt the desert. 

Alas! in the midst of a great sandstorm what hope 
had we of escape, seeing that a similar visitation over- 
threw Sennacherib’s host of 185,000 men and de- 
stroyed the power of Cambyses the Persian monarch ? 
Well may the wandering Arabs speak with bated 
breath of the storm voices, and declare that they are 
those of the desert dead calling for deliverance or 
mocking the feeble efforts of doomed mortals seeking 
to escape. It is only when the soul is in agony and 
the foundations of our being are shaken that our more 
subtle senses hear the voices of the dead warning, 
cheering, or mocking us. 

Ah me! how ardently we prayed for deliverance !— 
for the great columns, twisting, swaying, bounding, and 
roaring like titanic fiery serpents, raced past us more 
swiftly than a swallow, showering hot sand on us, 
thereby blistering our flesh and causing us the most 
excruciating pain. How can I describe our suspense 
and dread as we realized that at any moment one of 
those great masses might swoop down on us? We 
were straws in the grasp of the whirlwind, toys in 
the hand of death. God protect me from a renewal 
of such experience ! 

: M 
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Our headlong flight was, however, stopped by the 
falling of the sheik’s camel. Hastily dismounting, we 
gathered round the old man in mute despair, for the 
loudest call would have been unheard amid that 
hellish uproar. A moment later and Atika’s face 
emerged from its protecting cloths as she sought to 
ascertain the cause of our sudden stoppage. When 
she saw her father on the sand she insisted on dis- 
mounting. Even in that dread moment I felt a thrill 
of joy as her little hand grasped my shoulder and her 
wondering yet trustful eyes looked into mine ; but my 
gratification was chilled a moment later as Abu 
Bekr assisted her to mount one of the spare camels 
beside her father. Thus does jealousy snap its 
fingers in the face of every calamity. 

Chancing to look back I saw a sight which chilled 
my boiling blood and paralyzed me with terror. The 
general body of the slaves with the laden camels had 
found it extremely painful to walk over the burning 
sands, and had lagged about two hundred yards 
behind the mounted party. Well, coming right across 
the path we had just trodden, and immediately 
towards the panting slaves, was a huge sand-column, 
roaring and hissing like some monster in pursuit of 
its prey. Instead, however, of majestically sweeping 
past like its predecessors, it suddenly bounded into 
the air and proceeded for some distance without 
touching the earth, but when immediately over the 
doomed slaves and their struggling beasts it descended 
as quick as lightning and blotted them out, leaving a 
great mound of sand to mark their tomb. 

It was the oblivion of the grave: a fitting illustra- 
tion of the eclipse of man by the omnipotent forces of 
nature. 

Chained, enthralled, stupefied, I became oblivious to 
those about me. Having caught one brief vision of 
death—swift, terrible, mighty—I could take no heed 
of my own safety, and am only dimly conscious of 
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being forced to the earth by a strong pair of hands. 
Of the passing of the simoom I have the haziest 
recollection, but when I fully recovered my senses 
some hours later, tit was to find myself huddled with 
the sadly reduced company close to our few camels, 
shivering under the biting cold. 

On the following day two of our six camels died, 
and even the sheik and Tampa gave way to despair. 
Though they were prepared to meet their fate like 
men, the fact that Atika should die an agonizing 
death from thirst caused them indescribable anguish, 
and they looked pleadingly at Abu Bekr, as though 
entreating him to exercise some of his marvellous 
influence for her relief. But, alas! the man could only 
regretfully shake his head in confession of his impo- 
tence. He remained, however, for some time in deep 
thought, and then to our surprise exclaimed— 

“Fear not, O sheik, but be of good courage. Azrael 
has not yet claimed us for his own, and though he is 
armed with many terrors and at last claims all, many 
a brave man has prolonged his life by facing him 
boldly. As thou knowest, if we remain here we shall 
surely die, for when help is required it must ever be 
sought. Do thou and Yuseef, with Atika and her 
two slaves, therefore make such haste as you can 
towards the north, and Tampa and I will mount two 
camels and range the desert for water.” 

A few minutes later the brave men were ready to 
depart on their desperate venture, and as we realized 
that we might never meet again we grasped hands, 
and falling on each other’s necks kissed a sad fare- 
well, After giving os his blessing the old sheik 
exclaimed— 

“ Knowest thou not, O Abu Bekr, that all women 
love brave men. Surely if I live it will be the joy of 
my old age to see my daughter the wife of such a man 
as thou.” 

“ The pleasures of love are increased a thousandfold 


178 THE GREAT MAGICIAN 


by the adored one exercising the desire of her heart 
freely and without advice,” responded the physician, 
as he cast a meaning look at Atika. 

Though the poor girl did not respond in such a 
manner as Abu Bekr evidently hoped, she nevertheless 
cast such a grateful and tender glance on him as 
plunged me into the lowest depths of despair. Two 
hours later they had disappeared beneath the horizon. 

For the rest of that day I stumbled over the 
burning sand in a silent, half-dazed, despairing mood. 
What cared I for the blazing heat or the scorching 
desert, the maddening thirst or the haunting sand- 
columns? They were but the shadows of that death 
for which I now so ardently craved. It cannot there- 
fore be reckoned to my advantage that I refused the 
draught of water the sheik offered me, and insisted 
that Atika should have it instead. 

That day one of our two camels died. 

As the fierce sun beat down on us next morning it 
found us without a drop of water, and the mouths of 
our little company parched and cracked, while our 
tongues were so swollen as to make it all but 
impossible for any one to speak. Then to complete 
our misfortures our solitary camel had strayed away 
during the night, and not the slightest trace of it could 
now be found. It was of course useless to expect 
Atika and her father to perform a lengthy journey 
over the hot sand on foot, and we therefore resolved 
to remain and await the inevitable. Resolved to 
make one last desperate effort to obtain water, I 
proposed pursuing my way a few miles further, but 
neither Atika nor her father would consent to this, 
and in response to their tearful pleadings I consented 
to remain. 

Crouching under a rough shelter of cloth we 
quivered under the torturing pangs of thirst. So 
assured was the sheik of our approaching dissolution 
that he urged us to unite with him in chanting the 
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Moslem funeral service, and though our voices were 
husky and our tongues so swollen that we could 
scarcely utter the solemn words, as our cracked wails 
sounded in the clear desert air they were terribly 
impressive. | 

“ There is no strength or power but in Allah! To 
Allah we belong, and to Allah we must return! Allah, 
have mer¢éy on us!” sounded the strained voice of 
the sheik. 

“Alas for us! Alas for us!” we responded. Then 
we tore our garments, cast our turbans and mantles 
on the earth, and scattered sand on our heads after the 
manner of Arab mourners. 

This solemn duty performed, we silently awaited 
death. 

Even in that dread hour when the sable shadows of 
eternity were gathering thickly around me, and I was 
writhing in torture, I cast my weary longing eyes on 
Atika, hoping, yearning for a look, a smile, and a last 
loving word. At length her eyes caught mine and 
her lips moved, but before the words could be fashioned 
one of her female slaves went mad, and leaping to her 
feet sped out into the desert in frenzied haste to reach 
a lake of pure fresh water created by her disordered 
fancy. At length she fell exhausted, and her wailing 
sank into faint babblings and then into loud eager 
whispers. Next came death, and all was silent. 

When I looked at Atika again I saw that she had 
fallen on her father’s breast. Alas! his brain had 
become so affected by his sufferings that he imagined 
she was a little child once more, and that he was 
petting her at the door of his house in that little oasis 
of his in far-away Algeria. As he stroked her hair 
and patted her cheeks, he crooned a long-forgotten 
ditty with which he was wont to hush his motherless 
child to sleep, while ever and anon he issued some 
order to an imaginary slave to gather the ripest 
peaches and apricots, to obtain the richest goat's milk, 
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and to prepare the softest couch for his treasured 
Atika. Then oblivion fell, and the shadows of the 
border world crowded thick and fast on my tortured 
brain. 

Of what profit is it to detail the fancies of a dis- 
ordered mind? Yet amid that strange panorama of 
the living and the dead, the confused mingling of 
angel and demon voices, and the swift alternations of 
hope and despair, sorrow and joy, rage and hesitation, 
one face and voice seemed to stand out with marvel- 
lous distinctness. It was that of Atika bending over 
me with the love-light glinting her eye and a radiant 
smile illuminating her face as she said in a whisper as 
low and sweet as the faint echo of the heavenly 
chorus, “ Live and hope, O Yuseef, for I love none 
but thee.” 

And yet, though I stood on the brink of the dark 
river, it was not my destiny to cross it then, for I was 
saved by a miracle so strange and so utterly at vari- 
ance with the experiences of life as to prompt the 
belief that some supernatural power had come to our 
help. 

Was it fact or fancy—a trick of the frenzied brain 
or a perversion of the senses? Asa man will shake 
himself, and opening his eyes to their widest look 
fearfully round, or lay blinking and thinking after a 
nightmare, so I lay gasping in the greatest amaze- 
ment, and more than half convinced that I was 
indeed dead, and had just tasted the nectar of 
Paradise. 

But it was no delusion. I smacked my lips again 
and again, and rolled my swollen tongue over my now 
moistened palate. At last my glimmering brain 
grasped the truth. Yes; it was, indeed, the taste of 
a melon—luscious, invigorating, continued—and so 
natural and comforting, that after the first overpower- 
ing surprise my Jaws worked instinctively and a gentle 
moisture diffused itself over my lips and throat 
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How, why, or by whom the miracle had been 
wrought I knew not, but its effects were lasting and 
wonderful, for my rebellious, fever-heated blood soon 
ran smoothly through my veins, my brain ceased to 
throb, and my eyes to burn, my stiffened aching 
limbs assumed their usual flexibility, and a refreshing 
coolness swathed my body. 

Exclamations from the sheik, Atika, and the sur- 
viving slave showed that they too had enjoyed the 
heaven-sent refreshment. Yet even while we looked 
at each other with wonder-laden eyes, though we 
remained speechless like people in the presence of a 
profound mystery, we experienced the strange phe- 
nomenon again, but this time it was more varied and 
prolonged. We all distinctly perceived the acrid taste 
of the lemon and the pomegranate, the sweet mellow- 
ness of the banana and the luscious flavour of the 
apricot. Strangely enough, too, the sensation occurred 
in the same order and at the same time with each 
of us, thereby demonstrating that whatever the cause 
they had a common origin. 

As became a confirmed fatalist, the sheik would not 
even attempt an explanation. It was the will of 
Allah, the working of fate. Why should we seek to 
probe into the hidden decrees of destiny? and the old 
man closed his eyes, clasped his hands across his 
breast, and solemnly recited a passage from the 
Koran. On the other hand, Atika, with her mind 
full of the wonderful stories of Eastern romancers, 
boldly maintained that the miracle was the work of 
the genii with which the Arabs people the invisible 
world, and which extend their help to specially 
favoured mortals. 

“ Didst thou not, O Yuseef,” she cried, as she looked 
at me in amazement, as though she could not under- 
stand why I should for a moment hesitate to accept 
her explanation, “hear the genii singing in the storm 
and warring against the wicked gins in order tq 
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protect us? Do they not visit us in our sleep, sing 
to us when we are downcast, help us in difficulty, and 
strengthen us against the troubles of life? Surely, 
therefore, it is the good genii who have now fed us.” 

Where is the man who would willingly shatter the 
fancies of childhood, or refuse to sacrifice some of his 
most treasured possessions, in order to nurse once 
more his lost innocent illusions? Ah, me! those won- 
drous airy castles, so free from vice and so full of 
hope ; the blinking faces and hurrying soldiers of the 
fitful firelight ; the fantastic shadows on the wall, the 
voices in the storm, the people of our dreams, the 
little folk of fairy-land, so full of sympathy and yet so 
merry and industrious; the low insect hum of the 
woods, transformed into an angelic chorus; the lan- 
guage of beasts and birds, unintelligible to battered 
and unbelieving man, yet full of strange and beautiful 
meaning to the responsive child, the clear vision of 
whose soul is undimmed by the mists of prejudice— 
are the monopoly of childhood, to whom the sobbing 
and the throbbing of the universe is a trill of joy and 
a promise of glorious possession. Happy they who 
can carry an echo of these glories into Jater life! 

Therefore I did not argue the matter with Atika, 
but silently bent my head in deference to her enthusi- 
astic advocacy. Yet I watched her with a sad long- 
ing tugging at my heart. It may be that my eyes 
conveyed something of regret and reproof, for the 
impulsive girl suddenly became silent, and looked at 
me with a frightened, reproachful expression. Then 
she blushed and held down her head, while I, poor fool, 
regarding this as additional evidence of her love for 
my rival, sought to hide my anguish by springing to 
my feet and pretending to scan the horizon for signs 
of help. 

But the tribulations of love are like the toothache 
—common to all and yet evoking no sympathy. 
Why, therefore, should I afflict you with the re-echoes 
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of my gloomy despair when you are perchance drink- 
ing the waters of affliction yourself? 

After struggling on a few miles we encamped and 
again experienced the strange phenomenon of the 
invisible refreshment. By this means we passed a 
fairly good night. It occurred again, however, soon 
after sunrise. 

About mid-day we sought shelter under our hastily- 
erected tent. Soon afterwards Bebé, the slave, chanc- 
ing to glance over the horizon, uttered an exclamation 
of pleasure and commenced to caper about, until 
brought to her senses by a sharp reproof from her 
young mistress. Then she pointed excitedly towards 
some small black specks moving in the distance. 
After watching them attentively for some time the 
sheik declared that it was a caravan approaching us. 

Thank God! _ It was indeed the help for which we 
had so ardently prayed. As the party drew near 
we saw a man riding well in advance of his fellows 
and waving his arms excitedly. Yes, who could 
doubt that it was indeed our brave and faithful Tampa 
overcome with joy, and shouting that all was well? 
As he embraced his father and sister great tears, 
which no danger or suffering could have evoked, 
coursed down his cheeks. 

The first greeting over, I looked round for Abu 
Bekr, for it was inconceivable that he should lag 
behind when the life of the woman he loved hung in 
the balance, for both wisdom and courage trip lightly 
to the piping of love. He came, however, with the 
general body of the caravan, but it was evident at 
the first glance that he was ill. On being assisted to 
the ground Atika ran forward, and in loving and 
sympathetic tones pressed her attentions on him. In 
response he looked at her with eyes so charged with 
love that one might well believe he would readily die 
for her. 

As I observed the exchange of these loving looks 
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and words, I turned away with aching heart and ill- 
suppressed sigh, but I was not allowed to nurse my 
sorrow in silence, for Tampa seized my arm and led 
me away. When out of earshot of the rest of the 
company he faced me, and in a merry bantering tone 
which I felt was after all assumed—for I always 
found his big heart ready to soothe and help me—he 
cried— 

“Nay, by the beard of the Prophet, thou mightest 
as well hope to grow fat on thistles as seek to live on 
love. Does not a melon or a pomegranate weigh 
more in the scale of life than lovers’ sighs and lan- 
guishing glances ?” 

Now, however downcast a lover may be, he does 
not care to slink through life like a whipped cur. 
Bracing myself up, therefore, I fiercely replied— 

“Am I a fool, that I should seek to quench my 
thirst with a kiss, or to make a full meal off the bare 
bones of love ?” 

“Verily a lover is as helpless as a blind camel,” 
laughed the merry materialist as he placed his hand 
caressingly on my shoulder ; “he hears danger in every 
whisper, sees a rival in every attentive admirer, ex- 
pects a pitfall at every step; and if his loved one 
sometimes looks askance at him, because he has per- 
chance been niggardly of his caresses, he imagines 
that the whole world is against him, and longs for 
death as earnestly as a mad mullah for Paradise.” 

“If thy clear brain and stout heart will but restrain 
thy wagging tongue a little, Tampa,” I retorted, “ I 
may tell thee of wonders which may well baffle the 
wisest man. I fear no ordinary rival. But Abu Bekr 
possesses powers which are not of this earth, Who 
but he could have saved the sheik and I from the 
cruel grip of the savage king, or read our thoughts 
and delivered us from a thousand perils ?” 

As I told my companion of our strange experience 
the day before, and indeed only that moiorning, a 
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solemn look overspread his face, and he glanced 
quickly around as though fearful that the subject of 
our conversation would overhear us. 

“As Allah liveth, all this passeth understanding. 
And yet, I feel, though I know not why, that Abu 
Bekr the Physician is behind the mystery. Inshallah! 
The man is either in league with the angel Gabriel 
or with the forces of Eblis. Behold, how wondrously 
thy story fits in with what I shall tell thee! After a 
long and weary march yesterday we overtook this 
caravan some three hours past mid-day, and as it was 
bound for Murzak, and the leading sheiks knew my 
father well, they gladly gave us of their best and 
promised to turn aside to rescue you. Seeing that 
we were well-nigh spent, they hastened to give us 
water and fruit in the order thou hast described. . Now 
I was exceedingly surprised at the manner in which 
Abu Bekr ate the food, for he kept his eyes fixed 
upon the horizon, and his mind appeared to be so 
absorbed that he took no heed of several questions I 
asked him. Possibly half-an-hour afterwards he sank 
back on the sand exhausted, but I thought that this ° 
was due to his terrible journey. 

“Strange to say, however, he repeated the same 
thing last night, and again this morning. This it 
was which compelled him to lag behind. Beyond 
that I know nothing. Allah preserve me, I cannot 
fathom the mystery,” and the brave fellow looked at 
me with more fear in his eyes than I had ever seen 
before. 

Though I racked my brains for hours I came no 
nearer a solution, and at last gave up the attempt in 
despair, But it is all clear now, as I shall endeavour 
to show ere my epistle is finished. 

After six hours’ journey we reached the wells of 
Sabbo. Here we rested two days, during which the 
sheik arranged with the leaders of the caravan for 
several camels, a dozen slaves, and some Tuareg 
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guides, for the traders on resuming their march would 
take a westerly course while we proceeded to the 
north. As I watched the numerous company wind- 
ing like a great variegated serpent over the desert, I 
could not but reflect on the distorted conception the 
average European entertains as to this ancient insti- 
tution. He pictures the stately caravan moving 
majestically and gracefully over the eternally yellow 
sands, its members gazing with rapturous eyes upon 
the entrancing mirage, or encamping with merry music 
and dancing beneath stately palms overshadowing 
crystal wells. But in this as in so many other things 
in life sober fact plays havoc with the poet’s dream. 
Ever liable to be assailed by the robber Tuaregs, who 
will blackmail him if they do not rob him, with blis- 
tered feet, eyes often blinded by the incessant glare, 
and body scorched by the terrible heat, the caravan 
trader is haunted by a great fear from morning to 
night lest he should have strayed from the easily lost 
route, or that he may find the wells dried up and thus 
be doomed to certain death from thirst. Even when 
he does find water it is at the best but a muddy pool, 
defiled by man and beast, steaming with heat, and 
probably guarded by some marauding Arabs who 
will exact a heavy toll ere they will allow him to draw 
sufficient water. 

Nor does night bring rest or peace. The piercing 
cold, the noisy, quarrelsome camels, the sudden alarms, 
the omniscient vermin, the torture of the guinea-worm, 
the unquenchable thirst, the mad flight of an occasional 
slave, and a thousand other evils unknown to civiliza- 
tion, make the life of the caravan trader one of long- 
drawn agony. Indeed the troubles of a London 
beggar are bliss compared with the wandering Arab’s 
life. And yet the flowers of mercy and compassion 
often bloom most brightly in the hearts of those over 
whom the heavy clouds of danger and misfortune 
constantly hover, for the Arab will share his last bite 
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and sup with the luckless stranger he has never seen 
before and perchance will never see again. 

Four days later, as we were hurrying towards the 
wells of Bir Hara Jimma, which we were anxious to 
reach ere sunset, we observed a body of mounted 
men rapidly approaching. When within a hundred 
yards they paused, and each man drew his lizzum or 
veil more closely over his face, for it is one of the 
peculiarities of the Tuaregs and Tibbus that the men 
regard it as a crime to show their faces to strangers, 
whereas the women move about all but naked. 
Though the strangers numbered fully fifty, our six 
Tuaregs seemed in no way dismayed, but moved 
boldly to the front. Suddenly a voice rang from the 
invaders :— 

“Allah is most wonderful, and His Prophet the 
favoured of Heaven.” 

“Behold, His Faithful shall yet people the earth,” 
responded the leader of our Tuaregs. 

“Lo, ye are covered with the dust of the desert, and 
long to drink the sweet water of the wells. Whence 
come ye, and whither do ye journey ?” 

“We have come from the far lands of Darfur, and 
seek to reach the fair pastures of Borku.” 

“ May your health be long preserved, may you eat 
of the food of plenty and see your children’s children! 
Know ye not that ye may not cross the desert or 
drink of the wells which our fathers gave us until ye 
first pay tribute?” cried the foremost stranger insolently 
as he spurred his swift camel forward and grasped his 
spear, while his companions with fierce cries and 
threatening gestures gathered behind him. 

“Who art thou to demand tribute from a Vekil of 
Senussi the Mahdi?” suddenly exclaimed Abu Bekr, 
forcing his way to the front and advancing rapidly 
towards the warlike band. During the last two or 
three days he had been strangely silent, and as the 
sheik and Atika attributed this to weakness arising 
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from his efforts to rescue us after the great sandstorm, 
they had been especially attentive to him, a fact which 
only increased my despondency. 

'The physician’s words certainly seemed to have a 
strange effect on the robbers. For several seconds 
they sat motionless upon their great racing camels, 
but as the unarmed man continued to advance they 
gathered closer together and began to show signs of 
fear, followed by cries of entreaty. Pausing in front 
of their leader, Abu Bekr apparently addressed a few 
earnest words to him, and then seizing the man’s spear 
rapidly drew some characters on thesand. This action 
evidently extinguished any lingering doubt on their 
part, for they uttered loud cries of rapture and devotion, 
and quickly descending from their animals threw 
themselves on the earth and bowed their heads in the 
greatest humility. 

After a few low earnest words, which we could not, 
however, distinguish, Abu Bekr retraced his steps, 
followed by the strange Tibbus, who were now as 
a as slaves. Stopping in front of the sheik he 
said— 

“ Behold, O Selah Mohammed, these men will guide 
and guard thee through the fertile plains of Borku and 
the great mountains of Tibesti. They will die if 
need be to carry out thy orders, or accompany thee 
to the ends of the earth. Nor will they accept even 
a camel-hair mantle from thee or thy household, but 
will find thee with food, and water, and shelter 
wheresoever thou goest.” 

“May Allah, the protector of the brave and the 
prompter of the wise, have thee in his keeping, O sheik!” 
said the Tibbu chief. And yet though his words were 
addressed to the old man, his eyes were fixed on the 
physician with an expression of the most reverential 
awe, 

The sheik having suitably responded, we resumed 
our journey to the longed-for well. 
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I know not whether it was owing to his excessive 
love for Atika, or in order to escape the attention of 
the Tibbus, but for several days Abu Bekr kept well 
in the rear, and therefore near the charming girl, but 
this availed him little so far as she was concerned, for 
conversation—at least such conversation as_ lovers 
delight in—is impossible when they are mounted on 
huge, swaying, panting, groaning, mumbling camels. 
And though I kept as far away as possible from the 
happy couple, I could not but see that Atika fixed her 
eye on me on several occasions in a _ reproachful 
manner. Possibly, thought I, she is offended because 
I will not act the part of a brother towards her, this 
being even in the East the 7é/e young ladies generally 
wish their rejected suitors to play. Once, too, I heard 
her sigh, but this I naturally ascribed to excess of 
happiness. 

One day the Tibbus became strangely excited, and 
pointed with joyous cries to certain faint pencillings 
on the grey horizon, which we at first imagined to be 
tricks of the mirage or gathering sand-columns. But 
no. These men knew their native land too well to be 
so easily misled, for after another day’s journey the 
hills of Borku and Tibesti rose clearly before us. 

Save one European of whom the Tibbus spake in 
terms of scorn and contempt, no continental traveller 
had even approached this mysterious land, and even 
he had only seen the snow-clad mountains of the 
northern range from a distance. It was well for me 
that these warriors never suspected that I belonged to 
the accursed infidel nations, otherwise neither the fact 
that I professed the Mohammedan faith nor the in- 
fluence of Abu Bekr could have saved me from a swift 
and terrible death. 

We had now left the desert and were ascending 
into more broken country, where occasional bushes 
and straggling yellow grass grew on the banks of the 
dry wadys. Though this vegetation was poor enough 
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when compared with the glorious foliage and verdure 
wherewith the hills of my own dear lake-land are clad, 
it was nevertheless a great relief after the barren 
monotony of the desert. 

As I had neither paper nor, indeed, any material 
wherewith to write, I need hardly say that it was 
impossible to take notes of this strange region, so 
entirely different to the rest of the Sahara. But even 
if I had possessed these it is doubtful whether I could 
have used them, for the Tibbus were extremely 
ignorant and jealous, and had they seen me making 
notes or sketches they would probably have concluded 
that I was a spy in disguise, or that I contemplated 
betraying some of them into the hands of the French, 
against whom they entertain the bitterest hatred, for 
they regard the surveys which the latter have pushed 
into the Sahara from Algeria as preparations for an 
attack on the country. 

But we were not destined to leave this fringe of the 
desert without another startling experience. While 
crossing one of the occasional extensive stretches of 
sand, I was surprised to hear loud peals of music 
echoing and vibrating around us. Though there was 
no semblance of tune, the harmony rose and fell with 
strange regularity. The further we advanced the 
louder did it become, until it rang out louder than any 
music ever evolved by man; in fact, it became so grand 
and majestic that I asked myself if the gates of heaven 
had been thrown open and strains of the cclestial 
harmony allowed to escape. 


CHAPTER XII 


THE VALLEY OF STRANGE FACES 


FILLED with superstitious fears I turned to Tampa, 
and was surprised to see the merry rogue laughing 
heartily. 

“By Kaled, the warrior, thou dost look as scared 
as if Atika had withered thee with one of her glances,” 
he cried, holding his sides. “But be of good cheer. 
It is neither the last trump of the angel Gabriel nor the 
wonder-working of Abu Bekr. Lo, we are treading 
on singing sands, which if a man does but touch give 
forth more than earthly music. How this comes to 
pass I know not, but the Tibbus,” and he nodded 
towards our strange guides, “ believe that Eblis allows 
the cries and groans of the lost to rise through them, 
and that whoso does not pray in crossing will assuredly 
be swallowed up. Do thou therefore loudly chant as 
many verses of the Koran as thou canst call to mind,” 
and he set me the example by repeating all the odd 
quotations he could remember. 

The mountaineers were indeed trembling with fear 
and looking round anxiously as if expecting to be 
seized by evil spirits, but when the weird music ceased 
their fears vanished and their prayers were suddenly 
broken off. 

Many a fair oasis did we find nestling like a jewel 
amid these barren brown peaks ; indeed, these great 
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natural gardens appeared to stretch for a considerable 
distance into the heart of the mountains. Here were 
crystal streams and fruitful date-groves, with flocks 
and herds tended by light-brown, handsome, scantily- 
clad females, whose beauty would have put many a 
London belle into the shade. Here, too, their robber 
husbands, relatives, or lovers foregathered after their 
forays into the desert, whence they had brought food 
and raiment from many a rifled caravan—their bodies 
covered with ample robes, their faces hidden by the 
sacred lizzum, their long lances within easy reach, 
their well-tried yataghans and curious two-pronged 
bill-hooks suspended from their waists, and their long- 
haired and petted Mehari camels grazing near, always 
in readiness for the signal from the distant watchman, 
who, perched on the mountain-top, reported when a 
caravan was in view. Then these dignified, indolent, 
silent figures would leap into noisy active life, and 
with many a wild yell rush down the mountain slope 
and scurry over the desert to exact tribute from the 
trembling and powerless traders. 

Let no one, however, imagine that these fertile 
valleys were an Eden where man alone was vile. 
One night we were aroused from sleep by an agoniz- 
ing scream, followed by loud cries of “ The lion! the 
lion!” Lighting our torches at the smouldering fire 
we all ran to Atika’s tent, whence the cries proceeded. 
We saw the poor girl standing at the door of her flat, 
box-like abode, wringing her hands and crying— 

‘ “Oh, Bebé—Bebé has been carried off! Oh, save 
er!” 

At that moment, borne on the clear cold air came 
the loud screams of the poor slave-girl, and we all 
shuddered as we guessed her fate. 

Even Abu Bekr seemed for the moment paralyzed, 
but quickly recovering his composure he bade us 
follow him, and then dashed off at full speed in the 
direction of the cries. Hastily seizing a musket and 
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a lance apiece, Tampa and I hurried after him, while 
the Tibbu soldiers also took up the hue and cry. 
Always excelling as a runner, I soon outstripped 
Tampa and gradually drew nearer the physician, who 
was apparently much more active than I had imagined. 

After racing for about five hundred yards I saw that 
the will-o’-the-wisp light of my leader had vanished, 
and I paused, fearing that he had fallen over a preci- 
pice, but repressing the impulse to wait for Tampa I 
ran forward again. On rounding a rocky corner I 
was brought to a standstill by a sight which brought 
my heart into my mouth and made me drop the lance 
and torch. 

Crouching within a dozen yards of the motionless 
form of the physician was a great tawny, maneless 
lion, with one of its paws resting on the unconscious 
body of poor Bebé, and its eyes intently fixed on 
those of Abu Bekr. The man stood as motionless asa 
statue, with the torch in his left hand, his head bent 
slightly forward, his body quivering slightly as though 
every muscle and nerve were subordinate to his 
powerful will. He had evidently so chained the lion’s 
attention that it paid no heed to me or to the 
increasing clatter of the approaching Tibbus. 

Fearful, however, that their intrusion might break 
the spell which the mysterious man was apparently 
casting over the great brute, I silently stepped back 
and silenced the party with the strange information 
that Abu Bekr wished to be left alone with the lion 
for a short time. Then in company with Tampa I 
stepped forward again, and from the shelter of a 
neighbouring rock watched the complete subjection 
of the savage animal. 

During my brief absence a remarkable change had 
come over the great man-eater. In place of the 
Steady fiery glare, its eyes now seemed heavy and 
sleepy, while its head had sunk until it rested upon 
the inanimate form of the slave-girl. Keeping his 
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eye fixed on the monster for a short time longer, as 
though to assure himself of his complete mastery over 
it, the physician stepped forward and placed his hand 
on the animal’s head and afterwards passed it down 
its face several times. Then he uttered a sharp low 
order, and turning began to slowly retrace his way 
to the camp. 

Now there are some things so wondrously strange 
that when they are first described they evoke uni- 
versal ridicule and disbelief. Such was the fate of 
Bruce when he told how he had seen Abyssinians 
cutting steaks from their living beasts of burden, and 
of Gordon Cumming when he narrated his adventures 
with the gorilla. Let those who would deride the. 
subjection of savage animals, such as that Abu Bekr 
accomplished, ask themselves what is serpent charm- 
ing, or the fascination of birds and beasts by the 
python? These are but illustrations of a vast and 
mysterious science of which civilized man knows 
little, though the physician had evidently solved 
some of its secrets. 

When the latter left the rocky hollow the lion rose, 
and stepping over the prostrate form followed its 
subduer with all the docility of a great mastiff, leaving 
Tampa, the Tibbus, and myself rooted to the spot 
with amazement and fear. When we recovered, the 
strangely-assorted pair were nearly half-way to the 
camp, so picking the body of poor Bebé up I hastened 
after them, accompanied by the rest of the company. 

Right through the middle of the scattered village, 
and utterly oblivious of the screaming, terrified natives, 
or the snorting, plunging camels and horses, Abu Bekr 
and the lion proceeded until they reached Selah Mo- 
hammed’s tent. Then the man turned and passed his 
hand down the animal’s face, whereon it sank down 
apparently in a profound sleep. Next drawing a knife 
from the belt of a startled onlooker, he calmly slit the 
monster’s ears and cut the tuft from the end of its 
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tail, after which he blew in its eyes and caught it a 
sharp blow on the side of the face, a proceeding which 
thoroughly aroused the lion, for it leapt to its feet, 
paused a moment as if overcome with surprise, then 
gave a Startled roar which echoed through the hills, 
and dashed away as though possessed. 

Turning to the wondering Tibbus, who had gathered 
behind him for protection, the physician said— 

“Now, O fearful ones, you may rest in peace, for 
neither that lion nor its fellows will ever assail you 
again.” 

Immediately retiring into his tent, he offered us no 
opportunity either to thank or question him. Next 
day, however, when the sheik alluded to it in feeling 
terms, the modest wonder-worker replied— 

: Nay, O Selah Mohammed, what is the use of 
knowledge if it cannot be made serviceable to those 
about us? But be thou not prodigal of thy praises, 
and reserve them for Senussi, my master. He can work 
wonders of which thou never yet dreamt.” 

Fortunately Bebé’s injuries were comparatively 
slight, for the lion’s teeth had only gripped her loose 
clothing, though one of its claws had inflicted a flesh- 
wound on her shoulder. On the other hand, the heavy 
strain had so told on Abu Bekr that he was compelled 
to remain in his tent during the following day. 

On arriving at Yinhe astonished us all by announcing 
that he had received an imperative summons to pro- 
ceed to Jarabub immediately. Though he gave no 
indication of the manner in which the summons had 
reached him, or the route he would take, he assured 
the sheik that we might repose the greatest confidence 
in the Tibbus, and that he would endeavour to assist 
ys as much as possible. The commands of Senussi 
were, however, imperative, and admitted of no delay. 
Then he added with an emphasis which sent a pang 
through my heart— 

“Thou knowest, O Selah Mohammed, that I will 
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long to return, for thou alone hast in thy keeping the 
being who can make me happy.” 

These words were like dagger-thrusts, but though I 
watched Atika closely, 1 was somewhat surprised to 
see that she parted from the physician with greater 
composure than I should have expected a warm- 
hearted girl display who had given a man her love. 
But a jealous lover’s opinion is ever untrustworthy. 

For three days after this remarkable man’s de- 
parture all went well. We pursued our journey without 
any noteworthy incident. It was, however, the calm 
before the storm, for on the morning of the fourth day 
we heard a loud cry from Atika’s tent, and rushing to 
the entrance in alarm, were startled to see Bebé emerge 
wringing her hands and announcing that Atika had 
disappeared. 

It was, alas! only too true. The poor girl had 
vanished as completely as though the earth had 
opened and swallowed her up. 

A hasty survey of the tent showed that she had not 
been so easily overcome, for in addition to torn veils 
and robes, jewels and costly shawls were scattered 
over the floor. Obviously more than one person had 
been engaged in the abduction, for Bebé slept in the 
next division, with only a canvas screen separating 
her from her mistress. The poor girl had evidently © 
been suddenly seized, gagged, and bound, and then 
. bodily carried off. But where, and by whom? 

After hastily scouring the district, but without the 
slightest success, the sheik, Tampa, and I compared 
notes, with the result that we organized search-parties 
on a most extensive scale. 

Though the Tibbus would have gloried in com- 
mitting such an abduction on strangers, we knew that 
they were incapable of this outrage on people who 
had accepted their hospitality. This was confirmed 
when it was found, on the entire inhabitants of the 
village being assembled, that not a member was 
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absent, nor had any strangers been seen in the district. 
When our messengers returned from the neighbouring 
hamlets, they also reported that no one had passed 
through their district, while the sentinels perched like 
watchful eagles on the mountain-crests had not 
observed a living creature moving in the desert. 

Completely baffled, we could only look at each 
other in hopeless bewilderment. We had discussed 
the poor girl’s disappearance from every point of view, 
but always with the same result—nothing. 

After a lengthy silence the sheik, who looked 
haggard, grief-stricken, and broken, raised his hands 
over his head, and in tones of the most profound 
sadness cried— | 

“Where art thou, O my daughter? The child of 
the fair Frenchwoman I loved so dearly, thou hast 
been the sunshine of my life, the crystal fountain of 
my weary desert, and a rose of paradise blooming on 
the barren rock of my existence. Alas! O my loved 
one, I shall see thy sweet face no more; thy gentle 
voice will no longer delight my ear like the song of 
birds, nor will thy soothing hand pass like an angel’s 
touch over my care-lined forehead. Alas for me! 
Alas for me! Come, O angel Azrael, and strike 
quickly, for the light of my life is quenched, and my 
spirit is bowed in the dust.’ Then the old man’s 
head sank on his breast and great tears of manly 
sorrow coursed down his rugged cheeks. 

In the presence of such grief it would have been 
sacrilege to speak. 

Yet grief is as full of fitful moods as love, for after 
a short silence the sheik suddenly raised his head, and 
looking fiercely at us, as though he imagined we were 
about to contradict him, exclaimed— 

“It is surely Abu Bekr, the false physician, who 
hath stolen my most precious treasure. Did he not 
love her to distraction? Did he not beg me to give 
her to him for wife? and when I told him that she was 
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free to choose her own husband, did he not seek to 
woo her with all the eloquence of the Evil One? But 
alas! the poor child was frightened at the force of his 
passion and the knowledge of his mysterious power, 
so that she shrank from him, and begged for time in 
which to search her soul. Then he sat as motionless 
and sad as the angels at the grave.” 

Once more the old man relapsed into silence, as 
though these memories had originated a new train of 
thought, while I, startled at the discovery that Atika 
was not pledged to Abu Bekr, and that it was now 
extremely doubtful if she loved him, felt a thrill of 
joy, and silently took an oath that though it should 
cost me my life I would rescue the sweet darling. 
Nay, it would be a pleasure if I could but hear her 
declare she loved me as I drew my last breath. 

Once more Selah Mohammed raised his head, and 
in a voice vibrating with passion cried— 

“May the curse of an afflicted father fall on Abu 
Bekr, the Physician! May his years be full of sorrow, 
and his children betray him! May his death be that 
of a dog, and may his grave be defiled! May mis- 
fortune overtake his relatives, and his descendants 
curse his memory! May the pleasures of Paradise 
be denied him, and may his soul writhe in the lowest 
hell reserved for Jews and infidels! ” 

It was a terrible curse both in the words and in 
the intensity with which it was uttered. 

Nothing could better illustrate our dread of the 
physician, than the fact that as the violent anathema 
was uttered, both Tampa and I looked round with a 
shudder, half expecting to see the shadowy form of 
Abu Bekr hovering near, or to hear his voice answer- 
ing the sheik. 

Now, if anything can rouse the most sluggish and 
craven-spirited man into activity, it is surely the fact 
that the woman he loves is in danger, and probably 
requiring his help. Maddened, therefore, by the 
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thought that every moment’s delay increased our 
enemy’s advantage, I sprang to my feet with a savage 
cry— 

“Are we puling children, O sheik, that we should 
sit here and wag our heads while thy daughter is 
being carried off perchance to slavery worse than 
death? Have I not eaten thy bread, enjoyed thy 
protection, and stood in the very jaws of death with 
thee? And though I do not possess a tittle of the 
mysterious power of thine enemy, still my heart is 
honest, my arm is strong, and my brain clear. 
Rouse thee, therefore, and let the memory of the 
brave deeds of thy youth nerve thee to be strong 
and patient, and with the will of Allah we will follow 
this man if needs be into the abode of Eblis, in 
order to snatch thy sweet daughter from his evil 
grasp.” 

Possibly my excitement was contagious, for the 
simple words seemed to vibrate on the old man’s 
heart like fingers on the strings of aharp. His face 
lighted and his eyes blazed as he sprang up, and 
straightening himself to his full height, cried— 

“May Allah strengthen the arm of justice! Praise 
be to Allah for having given me such a friend! Yes, 
O Yuseef, it shall be even as thou sayest. We will 
not rest until we have received tidings of my lost 
darling. Thou shalt find me as one of the strongest 
of men in the work. By the Prophet, we will yet 
bring the traitor to justice.” 

Nor was Tampa a whit behind in his fiery deter- 
mination to pursue the abductor. As he held me 
in his strong arms, he uttered such expressions of 
admiration and regard as modesty forbids me 
repeating. 

We had little difficulty in selecting a strong body 
of Tibbus, who were prepared to do anything, or 
go anywhere, provided they were well paid. The 
sheik, who was now full of energy and activity, placed 
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a dozen men under the command of Tampa, and 
instructed him to make the closest search over the 
southern caravan route. When they had departed, 
Selah Mohammed and I, with the whole of the Tibbu 
population, ransacked the mountains. Yet though we 
plunged into dark sterile valleys, climbed the summits 
of the highest hills, penetrated gloomy caves, and 
searched every corner of the district, we were unable 
to obtain the slightest clue. Tampa returned after 
a four days’ rapid march, but he, alas! had been 
equally unsuccessful. He had encountered a caravan 
crossing the desert, and ascertained that no one had 
proceeded southwards. 

As the only other means of escape from these 
mountains lay along the north-east route which fol- 
lowed the Borku and Tibestian range, we made imme- 
diate preparations for a long, difficult, and dangerous 
journey. 

The further we penetrated northward the more 
gloomy and forbidding did the mountains become, 
and the fiercer and more suspicious the conduct of 
the inhabitants. But for the fact that we were Senussi 
pilgrims on our way to Jarabub we should have been 
robbed and murdered. So great, however, was the 
influence of the brotherhood amongst these half- 
starved fanatical mountaineers, that we were invari- 
ably treated with the greatest respect; may, so 
desirous were the people to receive instruction as 
to the tenets of the order, and so long and costly 
the pilgrimage to the Vekil of Wau, that they came 
for miles around to consult the sheik. All this 
assisted us greatly, as in addition to assuring our 
safety it enabled us to make the most searching 
inquiries. 

One evening we encamped in one of the strangest 
valleys it has ever been my lot to see even in this 
land of surprises and contrasts. About two miles 
long by one broad at its widest, it was completely 
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surrounded by precipitous cliffs, whose brown, jagged 
points stood out against the steel-blue sky with 
startling distinctness... By one of those unexplained 
vagaries of nature, however, these peaks had assumed 
the most weird and fantastic shapes, and we could see 
the firm outlines of human faces in every direction, 
though all bore a forbidding and evil expression. 
Some seemed to frown with heavy eyebrows and 
contracted forehead, others smiled malevolently, and 
others again glared as though only waiting a favour- 
able opportunity to devour us. So lifelike were these 
outlines, that as night approached even I, who knew 
nothing about the superstitions of the people or the 
weird traditions associated with the valley, instinctively 
listened for the sound of the mighty voices of the vast 
profiles. 

Truly the place seemed accursed. No tree, shrub, 
or blade of grass broke the glaring monotony, no 
bird or beast woke the echoes with their cries, and 
but for the fact that a wandering band of northern 
Tibbus had pitched their great square-like tents on 
the shady level plain, one might well have thought 
that this sombre, forbidding valley had rested under 
the Creator’s curse from the Creation. 

In the centre of this cauldron-like valley there 
stood a great square rock, like a colossal Norman 
tower, fully one hundred and fifty feet high. The lower 
half of this masy was as smooth as if carved by the 
hand of man, and the closest scrutiny failed to reveal 
the slightest crevice or ledge whereon even an adven- 
turous goat might stand. The upper portion, though 
apparently as square and faultless as its pedestal, was 
much smaller, but by one of those freaks in which 
nature occasionally delights, it had been accurately 
poised on the centre of the superincumbent mass, 
thereby leaving a considerable ledge on each of the 
four sides, 

The most remarkable thing, however, about the 
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monstrous prison-like rock, was the fact that a long, 
thick camel-hair rope-ladder was suspended from the 
aforesaid ledge, the lower end being attached to 
some great boulders about a dozen yards from the 
base of the pedestal. 

Naturally enough my curiosity was thoroughly 
aroused, and I spent the closing hours of the day in 
endeavouring to solve the mystery of this ladder. 
Yet though I inspected the upper rock from every 
part of the valley I could see no opening. Then on 
examining the ladder I was surprised to find that it 
bore a marked resemblance to the standing rigging 
of a ship, for the rattlings were well spliced and 
capable of bearing a tremendous weight ; indeed, I in- 
duced a dozen Tibbus to mount as many feet without 
its showing the slightest sign of strain, though it was 
old and well worn. It was, however, a singular fact 
that the Tibbus generally showed the greatest reluct- 
ance to mount the strange structure, and appeared to 
resent my questions respecting it. 

And yet, though time was precious, some subtle 
instinct warned me that this mystery was worth 
probing. So with this object I besought the sheik 
to postpone his journey for a few hours. 

Completely worn out, I had fallen into a profound 
sleep, when I was suddenly aroused by a rough cloth 
being pressed closely over my mouth, while my arms 
and legs were held as tightly as though in a vice. 
Powerless for the moment with surprise and fear, 
and unable to realize my whereabouts, I passively 
allowed my assailants to securely gag and bind me. 
Then I was rolled over like a log, and carried so 
quietly into the open air that Tampa, who slept within 
a dozen paces, remained undisturbed. 

As my eyes were not bandaged I was able in the 
clear moonlight to watch my enemies, who I found 
belonged to the strange Tibbus encamped here when 
we arrived, 
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In less time than it takes to give this poor de- 
scription I had been placed on the ladder, and a 
couple of ropes lowered from above attached to my 
thongs. Then one of the men having mounted 
grasped me firmly with one hand, and the ascent 
began. 

Under the most favourable circumstances such a 
journey would have blanched the cheek of the most 
expert climber, but to be hauled up like a bale of 
merchandise, to see a villainous black, perspiring face 
with savage teeth and glaring eyes close to my head, 
to hear his heavy breathing like that of a wild beast, 
to feel the strange ladder swaying and straining 
beneath me, and the sharp tugs of the ropes by which 
I was being drawn up, was the most trying experience 
I have ever undergone. It certainly made me tremble 
as though I had been seized with the ague. 

Though the ascent could not have taken more than 
a minute it seemed ages long, and I quivered with 
relief when strong hands seized me from above, and 
dragged me on to the ledge to which the top of the 
ladder was affixed. 

That these people were greatly agitated was 
obvious from the haste with which they carried me 
along a low narrow opening in the rock, and deposited 
me on the floor of an irregular natural chamber 
illumined by a couple of torches. Fully a dozen feet 
high. and twenty feet long, this cave was evidently 
used as a living-room, for a number of cushions were 
scattered over the rocky floor, whilst a praying- carpet 
and an open Koran at the further end showed that 
the occupants were zealous Mohammedans, and better 
educated than the great mass of the Tibbus. Though 
my heart was beating wildly, and the thongs which 
bound me were cutting into my flesh, these evidences 
of religion gave me the greatest relief, inasmuch as 
they showed that whatever else might be in store, I was 
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not to be offered up as a sacrifice to any of the pagan 
deities which the Tibbus are sometimes charged with 
secretly worshipping. 

With the disappearance of my abductors a tomb- 
like silence more pregnant of terrors than the presence 
of savage enemies fell. Presently an impression grew 
on me that I was being watched. So intolerable did 
this uncanny feeling become, that at last by a great 
effort I rolled over. By the heavens above, there 
was a dim face with a pair of fery eyes glaring 
at me. 

During the next minute or two I experienced some 
such sensation as birds must feel when they are being 
fascinated by a serpent. I could not withdraw my 
eyes from those glittering orbs, and my heart began 
to beat wildly again, while my will-power seemed to 
be gradually overborne. How well I can remember 
these sensations! There was a well-nigh irresistible 
desire to move forward, a strange longing mingling 
with half-conscious terror, an impulse to flee, and yet 
a strange reluctance to do so. In fact I doubt 
whether, had my limbs been free, and the way clear, 
I should have attempted to escape. But com- 

led to bear the scrutiny of those merciless eyes, I 

lieve I should have gone mad within the next few 
minutes. | 

Fortunately the spell was broken, and in a startling 
manner. <A wailing sob like that of a woman mourn- 
ing for the dead echoed through the chamber, causing 
me to start, and the evil eyes to vanish. The next 
moment the murmur of a man’s voice, followed by 
several sharp exclamations in a female voice, told 
me that I was not the only occupant of this strange 
prison. 

Presently a man stepped from out a recess at the 
further end of the cave, and advanced until the light 
from the torches fell full on his face. 
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Eternal Father! It was Mahrakee! 

There are certain rare events which seem to strike 
one like a shaft from hell, so intensely diabolical are 
they, and so far beyond the puny designs of man. 
To say that my heart stood still, that my flesh shrank 
with horror, or that my blood seemed to congeal, can 
give but a slight impression of the effect of this man’s 
appearance on me. Had the solid earth been melting 
before my eyes I could not have been more helpless 
or undone. 

How long it took me to recover my senses I know 
not, but when I looked round again with an intelligent 
eye, Mahrakee was standing on the praying-carpet, 
his hand firmly grasping the wrist of an unveiled 
woman who was shrinking from him in the greatest 
terror. As she struggled to free herself she turned 
her face towards me, and I recognized with a thrill of 
mingled fear and joy—Atika. 

Yes, it was indeed the sheik’s beautiful daughter, 
but oh, so pale, haggard, and distraught with privation 
and horror. Yet despite her distress there was a 
gleam in her eye and a determination in her manner 
which death could alone subdue. In my rage and 
helplessness I came near breaking my heart, yet 
though I fought like a madman with my bonds they 
held firm, and after a long and futile struggle I sank 
down utterly exhausted in body and consumed by a 
terrible rage. 

| The villain evidently realized his failure to conquer 
the brave girl, for in a voice vibrating with passion 
he cried— 

“ Dost thou think, Atika, that I am a child to be 
shaken by threats or frightened by quotations from 
the Koran? No, I will have thee, even if I have to 
follow thee into hell.” 

“Nay, I would sooner ask mercy of thy master 
Eblis than, seek it from thee,” and the proud girl 
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laughed scornfully as she snatched her hand from his 
rasp. 

en y the angel Azrael,” he shouted, as he stamped 
his foot with rage and snarled at her like an angry 
wolf, “thou shalt yet be mine. For six days thou 
hast set me at defiance, but I will yet humble thy 
proud spirit and see thee beg meon thy knees to make 
thee my wife. Whocanhelp? Nay, thou art com- 
pletely in my power.” 

The villain here stepped forward as if to embrace 
her, whereat I writhed and quivered in the greatest 
agony in my efforts to help her. But the noble girl 
was not yet at the end of her resources, for stepping 
back she looked at the angry Arab defiantly as she 
exclaimed— 

“Profane not the name of the angel of death with 
thy evil lips. Thou knowest well that if thou dost 
so much as injure a hair of my head, the vengeance 
of Senussi the all-powerful Mahdi will reach thee, 
though thou shalt fly to the ends of the earth. Yes, 
villain, thou mayest well tremble at the mention of a 
man whose cause thou hast betrayed and whose 
followers thou hast treacherously deceived.” 

The shaft went home, for the miscreant trembled 
like an aspen leaf, and looked as though the mysterious 
leader had already stricken him. Though Mahrakee 
was utterly unscrupulous he was no coward, and even 
in my agony I was filled with wonder that the very 
mention of Senussi’s name should fill him with fear 
even when he seemed so safe. His confusion was, 
however, only momentary. Quickly recovering him- 
self he turned to Atika, and with a laugh which made 
her quail, said— 

“Dost thou think, foolish girl, that Senussi in 
the midst of his schemes for wide dominion will 
trouble himself over the affairs of a love-sick girl who 
cries because she is wooed in true Arab fashion? Nay, 
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he will not even hear of it, for thou wilt only be too 
glad to remain silent, and the sheik, thy father, having 
given thee as my wife, thou wilt have no cause of 
complaint.” 

For a moment the poor girl seemed nonplussed at 
the man’s audacity. But her ready wit soon found 
an answer. 

“Surely thy overflowing villainy hath driven thee 
mad. I would rather die a thousand deaths than be 
thy slave. The sheik would also prefer to see me 
dead at his feet than an inmate of thy harem. Go, 
take thy boasting tongue to the slaves who do thy 
bidding,” and the indignant girl pointed to the open- 
ing from the cave with a scornful finger. 

Mahrakee, however, only laughed, and there was 
so much triumph in his bearing that I shuddered with 
dread. He was capable of any atrocity, and it seemed 
as though the merest trifle would prompt him to 
proceed to extremities. , 

“ By the Sword of the Prophet, the sheik thy father 
shall speak for himself, for he is here.” 

“ Here!” and the girl started back in wonder and 

joy. 
“As thou seest, I am indeed a worker of miracles. 
Yes, thou shalt see thy father. He will consent to 
thee becoming my wife, otherwise his bones shall be 
left to rot in this chamber, and thou shalt be compelled 
to become my slave.” Then ere she could recover 
from her surprise Mahrakee gave a call, whereon half- 
a-dozen villainous Tibbus entered. 

“Remove the bands which tie this man’s hands 
and take the gag from his mouth. Then raise him 
upright, so that he may stand face to face with 
me.” 

This task was performed, though not without 
the greatest torture to me, for as the released 
blood coursed freely through my veins it caused me 

0] 
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intense pain. Left reclining against the rock, as the 
Tibbus stepped aside I looked full in the eyes of 
my enemy. 

Never as long as memory holds a seat shall I for- 

get the astonishment of the villain and his intended 
victim. In moments of supreme surprise, love and 
hate throw aside the masks they too often wear and 
reveal the working of the heart. For a few age-long 
seconds Atika reeled in wide-eyed panting wonder. 
Then a strange happy light flamed into her eyes, the 
tell-tale blood suffused her face and neck, and with 
a glad cry of “O Yuseef!—thou hast come to 
save me,” she rushed towards me with outstretched 
arms. 
But Mahrakee was too quick for her. He had 
stood as though turned to stone, glaring at me as if 
I were a fiend from the lower regions, but now when 
the overjoyed girl darted forward he recovered his 
presence of mind, and seizing her roughly by the 
hand dragged her back, meanwhile uttering oaths 
which would have disgraced the lowest purlieus of 
Kartoum. 

Roused to fury by the villain’s brutality and Atika’s 
despairing cries, I struggled like a madman to free 
myself from the grasp of the Tibbus, but even the 
most desperate man is powerless against six, and in 
a short time I again lay bound and gagged. 

Nor had Mahrakee been idle during the struggle. 
With the help of an additional Tibbu he had effect- 
ively secured Atika, and when I looked round I saw 
her lying as motionless as though dead. How can 
I describe my utter despair? To be as helpless as a 
log, to see the woman I loved better than life fettered 
and gagged within three yards of me, her very silence 
more eloquent than words, to realize that she might 
be spirited away at any moment, to know that the 
miscreant who had wrought so much mischief was at 
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liberty to work more, and that the sheik and Tampa 
were at that moment sleeping in fancied security less 
than fifty yards from our strange prison—all this was 
tantalizing to madness. It is on such occasions that 
the power of evil seems to mock omnipotence. 

But this petty victory did not appease Mahrakee’s 
anger. He evidently regarded the strange mistake 
whereby I had been seized instead of the sheik as 
entirely owing to the stupidity of the Tibbus, and he 
did not hesitate to tell them so in the bitter insulting 
words of which he was so great a master. Quick- 
tempered, like mountaineers generally, they answered 
him hotly, and a very pretty quarrel was brewing, 
when an old man stepped forward and exclaimed— 

“Peace, fools! Do you wish to be caught like 
jackals in a trap, that you spend the precious moments 
in upbraiding each other? Flight alone can save us 
from being caged and starved to death.” 

Brought to their senses by the common danger the 
men looked at each other in silence. Then Mahrakee 
stepped forward and in hoarse and excited tones 
cried— 

“By the angel Gabriel, thou speakest truly, Tara! 
The night is still young, and ere sunrise we must be 
miles away. Bring hither the camel-hair ropes and 
let three of you descend, when we will lower the 
maiden.” After giving a low order to the man who 
stood near him, he picked up the body of Atika and 
disappeared. 

This Tibbu was a low-browed, cross-eyed, villainous 
fellow, who would apparently as soon kill a man as 
say his prayers. Hastily running round the cave he 
eagerly sought for anything he might carry off, and 
then in his disappointment turned his attention to me. 
Being hampered, however, in searching my clathing, 
he unfastened the cords which bound my arms, and 
emptied my pockets. 
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But all this had taken time, and he suddenly 
appeared to realize that he might be left behind by 
his friends, for with a cry of alarm he rushed from the 
cave without binding my arms, 

His forgetfulness was, thank God, the means of 


saving my life. 


CHAPTER XIII 
THE IRON MAGICIANS 


By the time I had unfastened the skilfully-tied 
knots and chafed my aching limbs, the torches had 
burned out, and I was left to grope my way to the 
passage leading to the outer ledge. Happily this was 
not a matter of much difficulty. 

The profound darkness which immediately pre- 
cedes the dawn hid the valley from view, and only 
the faint shadows of the fantastic mountain-peaks 
standing out against the grey-black sky were visible. 
The stars had faded to the faintest points of light, 
thick ebony clouds seemed to roll at my feet, and the 
silence of the desert reigned. 

Though the shout I gave was weak and faltering, 
it re-echoed on the clear air so distinctly as to fill the 
valley with sound. Then the roars sank to pipings, 
the pipings to whispers, and silence reigned again. 
My second call, however, aroused the occupants of 
the valley, who believed that they were being assailed 
by an army of gins and goblins; for a babel of 
cries and prayers were wafted up to me, while lights 
flitted hither and thither in the most uncertain 
manner. 

With what anxiety did I watch for the dawn! At 
length, to my infinite relief, the golden aurora spread 
over the heavens, tingeing the grim faces and crags 
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with changing fires, then crept down the sides of the 
precipices and flooded the valley with light and glory. 
But the occupants of the camp saw nothing of this, 
for they were overcome with astonishment and fear. 
And no wonder. Mahrakee, with the most consum- 
mate cunning, had stolen every camel, horse, and ass, 
with the double object of pursuing a swift journey 
and preventing the sheik pursuing him. 

But this shock was as nothing compared to the 
thrill of indescribable horror which swept over me as 
I realized that the rope-ladder had been cut some 
distance from the ground, and that it now hung limp 
and useless against the precipitous rock. Merciful 
God! This was the climax to all the horrors through 
which I had passed. It recalled the agonies of those 
poor wretches who, condemned to a death of thirst 
and starvation by the malignant torturers of the 
Middle Ages, had food and water placed just beyond 
their reach. It puzzles me even now to know how I 
kept my senses during that terrible hour. 

Yet how small a thing can raise a man from the 
gloomy depths of despair to the sunny pinnacles of 
hope! Chancing to turn my distraught eyes towards 
the passage, I saw a shred of bright silk hanging to 
a jagged point of rock. What the lifebelt is to the 
shipwrecked sailor that fragment of Atika’s dress was 
to me. It dissipated the clouds of despair, roused my 
manhood, inspired my courage, revived my love, and 
prompted me to make one supreme effort to escape 
from the living death to which Mahrakee had doomed 
me. 

Though I sat on the ledge mentally discussing the 
pros and cons of escape until the sun flamed in the 
heavens, and the voices of the sheik’s followers return- 
ing from their vain search echoed through the valley, 
I could find no solution to the difficult problem. 
Stay! Why, in the name of God, had I not thought 
of it before? 
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Leaping to my feet and tearing my loose white 
robe off, I spread it on the ground. Then I crept 
back to the inner cave, and after a lengthy search 
found the stump of one of the torches, with which I 
managed to roughly write on the cloth, “I, Yuseef, 
am imprisoned on the ledge above.” Fastening a 
stone in the robe I threw it down, when it fell into 
the midst of a group of Tibbus, causing the greatest 
consternation. In a short time all, including the 
sheik and Tampa, were apparently eagerly discussing 
how to rescue me. Then three men with bent heads 
and bowed shoulders stood against the rock, while 
others mounted on the top of them, thereby en- 
deavouring to reach the broken strands with their 
spears, 

While they were thus vainly engaged I had 
entered the cave, and groping my way over the floor, 
found the cords wherewith I had been bound, which 
with the praying-carpet I placed on the ground. 
Happily the miscreants in their hurried flight had 
forgotten several useful objects, and amongst them 
that inestimable treasure, a knife. Having cut the 
soft carpet into strips, and tied these to the cords, I 
obtained a rope fully forty feet long, and capable of 
bearing at least a couple of men. 

After coiling this line over my left shoulder, and 
signalling to my friends that I was about to descend, 
I commended myself to the care of Heaven, and 
sliding over the edge of the cliff, gripped the rungs 
with my feet, and began the frightful journey. 

God preserve me from such another adventure! 
As the full weight of my body rested on the frail 
ladder, it swung close to the rock and quivered like a 
living creature endeavouring to shake me off. Set- 
ting my teeth and closing my eyes, however, I waited 
until the vibration had somewhat ceased, when I 
descended several more rungs and waited again, 
though I took care to thrust my arms through the 
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upper rungs, as an additional precaution against the 
vertigo which assailed me during the earlier part of 
the descent. At last the ladder swayed so much that 
I became faint with apprehension, and only saved 
myself from falling by thrusting my legs through the 
rungs, and clinging thereto with all the energy of 
despair. 

On the last occasion I felt so overcome that my 
hands were already relaxing their grip, when a voice, 
prompted, I believe, by Heaven to encourage me, 
sounded from below— 

“Be of good cheer, Yuseef, my son. Surely Allah 
and the Prophet will strengthen thee!” And the 
voice was that of Selah Mohammed. 

Quivering with hope I successfully resisted the 
great impulse to release my hold, and having uttered 
a prayer, once more began the descent. Then, as if 
to further cheer and refresh me, Tampa’s voice rang 
out— 

“ Knowest thou not, O Yuseef, that Atika requires 
thy brave heart and strong arm to save her from 
her enemies? Courage, therefore, and all will be 
well.” 

There are occasions when a word will turn the 
scale of life or death, spur a man to high effort, or 
thrust him into ignoble debasement. The mention 
of my loved one’s name was like a trumpet-blast to 
a worn-out charger. It cleared my brain and re- 
kindled my energies. Looking down for the first 
time, I was overjoyed to find that I had performed 
two-thirds of the journey, and that the broken ends 
of the ladder dangled only a dozen feet below. 
Presently I found myself perched on the lowest 
rungs, and only about twenty feet from the ground, 
while a group of eager and joyful people were shout- 
ing their advice and congratulation. To tie my 
clumsily-made rope to the end of the broken ladder, 
to climb down hand over hand, and to fall fainting 
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with joy into the arms of Tampa was a matter of 
only a very few moments. 

My narrative naturally aroused the sheik and his 
son to the greatest fury, and they were all eagerness 
to pursue Mahrakee, but it was not until the follow- 
ing day, when they obtained several camels from a 
roving band of Tibbus, that they were able to 
do so. 

During the next fortnight we journeyed through a 
land of the most bewildering contrasts. One day 
we would traverse a burning sandy desert or plunge 
into dark recesses full of horrible echoes, and the 
next cross the dried-up beds of autumnal streams; or, 
panting and sore athirst, climb the sides of forbidding, 
sterile mountains, whose feet were bathed in furnace- 
like heat, while their crests were capped with eternal 
snows. Then, a few hours later, we stood amid 
the steam of a boiling-hot rivulet. But our en- 
during camels carried us swiftly on—past white 
glistening plains of natron, dull yellow grottoes 
charged with sulphur, and gloomy caves where 
wretched slaves wrested the dull copper from the 
hard rock. 

Apart from our desire to overtake Mahrakee, we 
might well flee from this strange country as from a 
land accursed. Devoid of vegetation save for an 
‘occasional yellow acacia-bush or bunch of stunted, 
straggling grass in the neighbourhood of the pools, 
its animal life was confined to the fugitive foxes, 
hyenas, jackals, and antelopes, long-haired camels, 
black sheep, and hardy goats, whose milk in varied 
form made up the food of the population, hence we 
came well-nigh being starved. Indeed, so great a 
treat was flesh meat to these hardy mountaineers that 
when one of our camels died, the people not only 
consumed every part of it, skin and all, but actually 
pounded the bones into powder and ate it. Then 
some one stole the sheik’s leather sandals, and we 
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afterwards discovered that they furnished a meal 
for a couple of hungry Tibbus. 

Never outside topsy-turvy land did such curious 
customs exist as amongst these lean, sharp-witted, 
and bandit-like people. While the men were warmly 
clad and thickly veiled, the good-looking, well-formed, 
light-brown women had to content themselves with a 
goat-skin apiece. Every village was a little kingdom 
—self-dependent, meting out its own measure of 
justice, engaging in little tribal fights on its own 
account, sending out its own band of robbers, and 
holding everything on the communal system. And 
yet, though the greatest equality prevailed, the blue 
blood of untainted descent plumed and glorified itself 
quite as much as the most ancient aristocracy of 
monarchical Europe. Though ostensibly zealous 
followers of Mohammed, they offered up sacrifices 
to the wells and hot springs, and while scrupulously 
honest towards each other, regarded robbery when 
practised on the stranger as a virtue. Unassuming 
and reticent during the daytime, when darkness fell 
and they gathered round their camp-fires, they 
became the most wonderful boasters. 

Their marriage rites, too, were remarkable. In 
other parts of the world this ceremony is proclaimed 
from the house-tops, but here it was kept a profound 
secret. The wife was not allowed to speak to her 
husband in public or to eat with him; while he, 
unhappy man, had to change his name and shun 
every one of his relatives, and especially his mother. 
In fact, the poor fellow was treated as a leper. A 
king in the desert, he was a slave at home; a terror 
to Arab traders, he was an object of contempt to his 
mother-in-law. 7 

To one fact alone can I ascribe our escape from 
this land of starvation and death. The name of 
Senussi, with the mystic 4! opened every path, 
checked every murderous conspiracy, secured us food 
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even in the poorest regions, and acted as a guiding 
star everywhere. God knows how Mahrakee made 
his way so swiftly through this benighted land, for 
he was always three or four days ahead ; but he had 
also successfully used the strange symbol, and had 
spoken on behalf of the mysterious Arab prophet. 
Yet this wondrous talisman was not always infallible. 

While traversing one of the wildest regions, the 
sheik’s camel fell exhausted, and we were compelled 
to rest a couple of days. Though the delay annoyed 
us, we were helpless, for the crafty Mahrakee, antici- 
pating pursuit, bought up every swift camel, and left 
his own worn-out animals in exchange. Happily we 
were near a native village, so that we were able to 
obtain a little food and water. Here the habits of 
the people were of such a primitive character, that 
instead of living in skin tents like their southern 
countrymen, they had scooped the earth from beneath 
overhanging rocks, and suspending skins in front of 
these artificial caves, had made themselves fairly 
comfortable quarters. 

Now the inhabitants of this valley appeared to be 
of an entirely different type to those we had hitherto 
met, the men being tall, broad-shouldered, muscular, 
shock-headed, honest-looking fellows, of a light-brown 
colour, clad for the most part in skins, and apparently 
proud of the terror they caused our Tibbu escort. 

Though these matters did not trouble the sheik, 
who had given himself up to sombre reflections, it 
was hardly likely that Tampa and I would allow 
them to pass unchallenged, so we questioned our men 
as to the cause of their fear and hatred. The only 
explanation, however, we could obtain was, “ They are 
magicians, and accursed.” 

Our curiosity having been thoroughly aroused, and 
impressed by the friendly looks of the people, we 
resolved on a step which had a most important bear- 
ing on our future. 
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On the morning following our arrival, we were 
aroused by sharp clanging and tinkling from various 
parts of the valley. Some sounded loud and forcible, 
like the pounding of iron on an anvil, while others 
were as faint and musical as the echoes of distant 
bells. Indeed, but for the fact that this was a most 
inaccessible part of the Sahara, and that the people 
had little or no knowledge of manufacture, I might 
have been listening to the clangour of an old village 
smithy in England. 

Stealing quietly away while our Tibbus were con- 
versing in fearsome tones, we betook ourselves to the 
entrance of a large cave some two hundred yards from 
the grotto where we had found shelter, and which, 
from the greater clamour emanating from it, as well 
as from a ruddy glare illuminating the interior, espe- 
cially invited our attention. 

We had no difficulty in entering; indeed, the 
dozen men who were flitting to and fro like minor 
gods at the forge of Vulcan, even welcomed us with 
inviting smiles and wide, wonder-flashing eyes. 
Pointing to a rocky recess where we could watch 
without interference, they proceeded with their work 
with as much rollicking treedom as any old-fashioned 
smiths in dear old England. 

Yet though their tools were clumsy and their anvil 
a great boulder, they manipulated the white-hot iron 
with wonderful dexterity, and turned out weapons of 
marvellous temper and strength. 

Forming a distinct tribe, regarded with hatred and 
fear by the Tibbu population, and not permitted to 
Marry any one outside their own clan, these metal- 
workers were the descendants of the Tubal-cains of 
remote ages, their methods and appliances being the 
same as those in use long before the Romans overran 
North Africa, or the Greeks sent adventurous youths 
to explore the terrible unknown land. 

Though iron ore abounded in the district, and 
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smelting is an art not altogether unknown to savage 
races, I was at the first greatly puzzled as to where 
these people could obtain the fuel necessary for the 
operation, for the few date-palms and acacia-bushes 
growing in the neighbourhood of the wells would soon 
have been burned up. The mystery was, however, soon 
explained. The bright fire burning on the ledge of 
rock was evidently made of coal, and I afterwards saw 
small seams of this mineral cropping up in various 
parts of the valleys, but as its use was evidently 
unknown to the Tibbus, the constant fire maintained 
by the smiths no doubt added to their reputation as 
magicians. 

Then their method of obtaining a blast was primi- 
tive but effective. A long hole had been bored 
through the rock into the valley, and as the air 
drawn in by the heat of the fire created a constant 
current, which was further concentrated by passing 
through a skin bag with a small metal nozzle, the 
draught was so powerful as to raise the fire to a white 
heat. 

Yet, like savages all the world over, these people 
knew nothing of the hammer, the principle of the 
lever never having, strangely enough, occurred to 
them. In lieu thereof they used a round cobble of 
iron or stone, and as time was evidently no object, 
they brought the metal to the required consistency by 
prolonged beating. 

Their smelting process was somewhat similar to 
that in use amongst the Bongos, to wit,a hard earthen 
chamber about five feet high, with three compart- 
ments wherein alternate layers of coal and metal were 
placed, the whole being raised to such a heat by a 
blast similar to that described, that at last the metal 
ran out at the bottom, the dross being ultimately 
driven off by constant beating. As we entered, how- 
ever; we saw that they were engaged in fashioning 
spear-heads, which, after being fashioned and plunged 
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into a pool of water, were handed over to the women 
and boys to polish on the rocks, 

Though these smiths spoke a language of which 
even Tampa was ignorant, it was evident from their 
glances that we were the subject of their conversation. 
Once, too, they gave indications of that fire-worship 
which had formed the faith of their remote ancestors, 
for previous to tapping their furnace they joined 
hands and danced solemnly round the great earthen- 
ware vessel, meanwhile chanting some dirge-like 
invocation. 

During the first hour we saw little to warrant the 
charge of magic, though the weird surroundings, the 
half-naked, swarthy figures, the great fantastic shadows, 
with the startling echoes whereby the clangour, the 
shouts, and even the whispers were greatly magnified, 
were all suggestive of Vulcan’s workshop. 

As I watched the three leading smiths—all men of 
middle life—my attention was attracted by a black- 
bearded, heavy-browed, muscular man, who gave his 
orders in short, crisp tones, and was evidently so 
oblivious of our presence as not even to glance 
at us. 

Presently, however, a very remarkable change took 
place in the man. Though he still vigorously pounded 
the metal, and his head swayed to and fro with the 
working of his body, when he again turned towards 
_us his face was no longer that of the Tibbu smith, but 
that of Abu Bekr. Was I mad or dreaming, or the 
victim of one of those strange delusions whereby the 
most serious men are sometimes deceived? No. 
Here were the smiths, there the fire, over yonder the 
fanciful shadows, and at my elbow Tampa. Yet 
though I thought, and blinked, and opened my eyes 
to the widest, there stood Abu Bekr, as calm, as 
noble, and as mysterious as when he left us at Yin. | 
Then, just as a drowning man will grasp at a straw, I 
bethought me of Tampa, but when I looked in his 
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face I received another shock. He, too, had evidently 
seen that marvellous vision, for his eyes were fixed 
in wondering horror, his face had turned to an ashy 
grey, and his lower jaw had fallen, while he was 
bending forward in all-absorbing terror. 

Restraining an impulse to rush from the cave and 
to shout my fear in the open air, I clenched my 
chattering teeth and waited. A few seconds later 
Tampa, with a wonder-laden sigh, recovered his 
faculties, and whispered— 

“In the name of the merciful Allah, deliver me 
from the Evil One.” 

And yet, save for his miraculously sudden appear- 
ance, there was nothing either in the looks or pro- 
ceedings of this representation of Abu Bekr to 
occasion us the least alarm. He continued the’ work 
of the smith, and so far as appearances went, was 
entirely ignorant of our presence. Why, therefore, 
had he come? He was certainly not the man to use 
his marvellous powers to play the village ghost, or to 
rub shoulders with the barbarous smiths. 

He seemed to exert a marvellous influence, too, on 
the iron he was beating. The glowing mass assumed 
wondrous forms under the deft blows of that master 
hand. At one moment it was a crimson cross, crushed 
and replaced by a flaming crescent; next, a straight 
European sword broken by an Eastern scimitar: 
then, O inconceivable marvel, a lion and an eagle 
engaged in deadly combat with a horse, on whose 
forehead was the Senussi sign, the latter being 
triumphant. This, too, faded, leaving a formidable 
spear-head, on which was clearly marked the all- 
potent a! which, like inexorable fate, met us at 
every turn in life. 

Though the smiths had apparently not seen the 
strange figures formed by the white-hot metal, their 
quick eyes soon caught the mystic sign ere the spear- 
head had ‘cooled. -Crowding around the great stone 
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anvil, they gazed with wondering eyes and many a 
startled exclamation, but when they did decipher it 
their superstitious fears got the better of them, and 
they started back in wild dismay, looking at each 
other in the greatest confusion. Strangely enough, 
too, the man who had assumed the form of Abu Bekr, 
but was now the great black-bearded smith again, 
seemed as frightened as the youngest of his assistants. 

All this naturally aroused my curiosity and fear. 
Why had Abu Bekr revealed himself in this strange 
manner? Did he mean us well or ill, or, as an agent 
of the great Senussi, was he engaged in furthering the 
policy of his powerful leader by converting these most 
intractable mountain smiths? 

And yet I instinctively felt that, apart from the 
question of the Senussi propaganda, the physician’s 
mystic presence was meant as a warning tous. He 
had already saved the sheik’s life, and it might be 
that his absorbing love for Atika had prompted him 
to watch over us, though I could not understand why 
he should be ignorant that the poor girl had been 
spirited away. But these matters were destined to 
be solved in the most startling manner. 

While the smiths were pounding the iron, a subdued 
air seemed to run through the clanging chorus. This 
gradually fashioned itself into a monotonous vibration 
of “Go not to Tang! Go not to Tang! Go not to 
Tang!” Even when the smiths ceased their cries the 
clanging iron continued, ‘Go not to Tang! Go not 
to Tang! Go not to Tang!” until the refrain haunted 
me for hours. Catches of the fancy and the mental 
reiteration of sounds are, I know, common to all, and 
the memory of this would no doubt have speedily 
faded but for the singular fact that Tampa had 
undergone the same experience ; indeed, it was his 
half-unconscious utterance of the words, “Go not to 
Tang! Go not to Tang!” which revealed the fact 
to me. 
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Presently the smiths seated themselves in a circle 
to partake of their mid-day meal, and with the rare 
good-fellowship which distinguishes iron-workers all 
the world over, they invited us to join them. As our 
fears had in no way interfered with our appetites, we 
readily consented. Waited upon by several scantily- 
clad, exceedingly handsome women, the wives and 
daughters of the smiths, we enjoyed an unexpected 
treat of dates and dourra cakes, with an ample supply 
of the purest water. 

But love, like misfortune, often obtrudes itself 
when least expected. . 

Fortunately or otherwise, as the sequel will best 
show, Tampa’s handsome face had aroused the admir- 
ation of the leading smith’s daughter, a- charming 
girl about sixteen or seventeen years of age. Save 
for a scanty goat-skin she boasted of no clothing, a 
fact which in no wise affected her modesty, for she 
was as innocent of those prurient tastes which many 
civilized people associate with semi-nudity as the 
purest woman could be. She was natural, and there- 
fore innocent ; and with the artlessness of a child she 
took pleasure in the open admiration Tampa and I 
bestowed upon her. Nor was this admiration at all 
resented by her relatives; in fact they were natural 
enough to take pleasure in seeing the human form in 
all its glory and gracefulness without associating 
vicious tastes and depraved habits with it. 

For some considerable time this beautiful girl had 
kept her eyes fixed upon Tampa, but he, having been 
rendered wary by many love affairs, paid little at- 
tention to her, and paid solid court to the food 
before him. Undaunted, however, by this marked 
rebuff she came round the circle, and squeezing her- 
self between the pair of us seized a piece of dourra 
bread, and with a bewitching smile placed it in his 
mouth. Then before the poor fellow had recavered 
from his surprise and confusion, she had seized a spear, 
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and pricking his arm as well as her own rubbed the 
trickling blood together. 

Realizing that some ceremony was in progress 
which might seriously affect us, Tampa leapt to his feet 
and with a cry of “ May the merciful Allah protect 
me!” turned as though to rush from the cave, while I 
essayed to follow. But we were not destined to 
escape so easily, for the smiths with shouts of joy 
and approval blocked the way. Then the girl’s 
father stepped up to Tampa and exclaimed in 
Arabic— 

“Give thanks to the Eternal Fires, O myson! My 
daughter having chosen thee for her husband, and 
having been united to thee by ties of blood, thou hast 
now become one of our sacred order. Thy companion 
is at liberty to go, but thou wilt remain with us, learn 
our mysteries, and become a mighty worker of iron. 
Greeting to thee, son of magic!” 

Some calamities are so sudden and overpowering 
that even the bravest and most self-possessed lose 
their nerve and become as helpless as infants. There 
was Tampa, for instance, who had gone through many 
a fierce ordeal, had often gazed into the yawning jaws 
of death, and, as became a most jovial bachelor, had 
always eluded the inviting brown and black arms 
which had sought to bind him down to humdrum 
married life, effectually caught at last. 

Under the most favourable circumstances no man 
cares to have a wife bodily forced on him, even 
though she may be as young and beautiful as this 
Tibbu maiden, but when it meant a practical banish- 
ment from the world, a monotonous life amongst 
savage mountaineers, and an eternal severance from 
the sheik, Atika, and all he had hitherto held dear, is 
it surprising that he should collapse, and reelin 
against the side of the cave, groan in dismay an 
anguish ? 

Possibly the difficulty of the situation sharpened 
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my wits, for concluding that resistance would only 
complicate matters, I cried— 

“In the name of Senussi the Mahdi, release this 
man—his servant.” 

Had a thunderbolt fallen the iron-workers could 
not have been more dismayed. Falling back with 
cries of alarm they looked at us as though we 
had just emerged from the lower world. Before 
they had time to recover from their confusion I 
continued— 

“ Behold, this man, with the sheik his father, and I 
are engaged in carrying words of the greatest import- 
ance to Senussi the great Prophet. Beware! Whoso 
stoppeth a messenger of the sacred Mahdi shall be 
accursed. His ashes shall be cast to the four corners 
of the earth, his wife and children be sold as slaves, 
and his relatives slain.” 

This bold threat seemed for the moment to 
completely paralyze the smiths, but they speedily 
recovered and cast fierce looks of anger at us, 
Divining that they were thinking how easy it would 
be to kill the sheik and myself with our escort, and 
keep Tampa a close prisoner, I followed up my bold 
assurance with the exclamation— 

“Surely Allah the Avenger will bring your secret 
sins to light. Though ye kill and burn our bodies in 
your fires, or hide them in the most secret corners of 
your caves, Senussi, the worker of miracles, will find 
you out. Nay, is he not even now watching you? 
Has he not placed his secret sign upon your newly- 
made spear?” and I pointed to the weapon resting on 
the anvil. 

This was certainly most conclusive evidence, and 
as the smiths involuntarily turned to it they uttered 
cries of alarm, and shrank back as though expecting 
immediate punishment. 

' “Let this man go free,” and I pointed with a com- 
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manding gesture to Tampa, who had now recovered 
his wits, and was waiting to take advantage of the 
slightest favourable opening. 

Though the iron-workers showed the greatest 
reluctance to carry out this order, it was evident we 
had conquered them, and that they would offer no 
further resistance to our departure ; indeed my com- 
panion was already approaching the entrance to the 
cave when a totally unexpected check was given to 
our plan. 

Realizing that she was about to lose her newly- 
captured husband, and mad with love and grief, the 
savage bride darted at Tampa, and throwing her arms 
around him covered him with caresses, and then 
with all the fickleness of love upbraided him for his 
intention to desert her. Next she turned, and with 
flashing eyes and angry voice addressed her people 
in their native tongue. What she said I know not, 
but it was evidently very effective, for her father 
stepped to the front, and with lowering brow and 
threatening mien cried— 

“ By the Gods of the omnipotent fire this shall not 
be. Dost thou think, O stranger, that we do not love 
our children, or that we will allow our sacred marriage 
rites to be openly defied? Lo, this man has taken 
my daughter to marriage, and neither the might of 
Senussi nor the power of the wretched Tibbus can set 
him free except she consent. What sayest thou?” 
and he turned to the bright-eyed, palpitating beauty 
who was nestling on the breast of the shrinking, 
bewildered Tampa. 

“Never! This man have I taken for husband, and 
our blood has mingled. No power on earth shall 
take him from me. Think you that I will live as a 
divorced wife with women sneering at me and all men 
shunning me? What is Senussi to me? Though he 
should shake these mountains to pieces and dry up our 
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springs, he cannot make me love or forget whomsoever 
he chooses. Senussi is great, but the power of love 
is greater.” 

Ah me! This ignorant girl, bred amid these in- 
hospitable mountains, had put her finger upon the 
spring which moved the universe. Take love from 
the world, and humanity would die of despair. 

The iron-workers were strongly moved by the 
young bride’s appeal, and they were about to pro- 
claim their defiance to Senussi when Tampa solved 
the difficulty. Ever a man of resource, and capable 
of adapting himself to the most varied surroundings, 
he quickly made his choice of the least of the evils. 
Such a marriage was undoubtedly extremely distaste- 
ful, but the certain death of the sheik and myself, with 
the surrender of Atika to Mahrakee, along with a 
life-long imprisonment for himself, was an alternative 
which the honest fellow could not for a moment 
entertain. With a regretful sigh, therefore, for his 
lost bachelorhood he exclaimed— 

“Lo! I will accept this maiden as my wife, O 
worker of iron! Yet I cannot remain with you, for I 
have to obey the commands of Senussi the Mahdi. 
Let thy daughter choose whether she shall keep me 
here as a life-long prisoner, when I will never look at 
her or acknowledge her as bride, for she will have 
caused the death of those I love, or going with me to 
Jarabub shall be loved and honoured as my wife.” 

Though the smiths demurred to the unprecedented 
departure of one of their females, the persuasions of 
the strong-minded girl, with the fear of Senussi’s 
vengeance, carried the day, and amid the buzz of 
excitement and the clanging of iron we all pro- 
ceeded to the sheik, who had grown anxious at our 
absence. Amused at the matrimonial trap into which 
his venturesome son had fallen, he readily accepted 
the beautiful girl as his daughter-in-law, though he 
laughingly remarked— 
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“By the favourite wife of the Prophet, O Yuseef, 
there is more wisdom in the folly of love than in the 
solemn admonitions of the wise. Does not the 
Arabic proverb say, ‘To the lion belongs whatever his 
hand has seized’?” 

Though we had some difficulty in inducing our 
Tibbus to travel with one of the accursed race, the 
threat of Senussi’s vengeance soon brought them to 
their senses, and we took our departure amid the 
noisy blessings of the magic smiths, 


CHAPTER XIV 
THE VEKIL OF WAU LIFTS THE VEIL 


INASMUCH as the afflictions of a lover are less 
appreciated than gratuitous advice, I forbear dwelling 
on the mental agony I suffered during that difficult 
journey through the Tibestian highlands. 

Haunted by a terrible dread that Mahrakee had 
possibly already worked his fiendish will upon Atika, 
I often awoke in the dead of night groaning and 
shivering with horror, certain that I had seen her 
distraught and distracted, weeping bitterly: and 
appealing to me for help. Ofttimes, too, her voice 
would mingle with the weird mountain echoes, or 
sound like a sad refrain amid the cries and exclama- 
tions of our escort. Of the strange country through 
which we passed I took little notice, for when the soul 
looks through grief-clouded eyes the external world 
becomes as shadowy as a rapidly-moving panorama. 
The sense of proportion is lost; the weary brain 
treasures up no memory of scenes and incidents ; and 
the heart fails to respond to the strain of celestial 
harmony ever ringing through the universe. 

On the fifth day after Tampa’s dramatic marriage 
we saw, far below us, a fertile oasis some miles in 
extent, and looking wondrously refreshing in contrast 
with the grim hills around us. There were palm- 
groves and well-tilled dourra fields, flocks of sheep 
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and herds of camels, white mud huts and the shimmer 
of water. When our Tibbus caught sight of this 
little earthly Paradise they stretched their spears 
towards it and cried in joyful accents, “Tang! 
Tang!” 

On hearing this fateful name, however, a_ chill 
struck my heart, and I stopped suddenly. Then I 
looked at Tampa, to see if he had also remembered. 
Yes; he too has stopped, and is looking with fearful 
eyes upon the oasis. As he utters a fervent “ Bis- 
millah!” he gives me a significant look. 

“In the name of Allah, why pause ye?” cried the 
sheik. “Do you love these accursed mountains so 
well that ye are loth to leave them ?” 

“Nay, my father, we hate them as much as thou 
dost, and we long as ardently to drink the water 
which glistens yonder. But Yuseef and I have 
received strange warning not to go to Tang,” and he 
recounted our experiences in the cave of the iron- 
workers. 

Under ordinary circumstances this would have 
made the sheik shun the oasis, for he was intensely 
superstitious, but the loss of his beloved daughter had 
completely unhinged him, and made him sad, silent, 
and fretful. He would frequently utter the name of 
his adored Atika, while the mention of Mahrakee or 
Abu Bekr was wont to send him into a violent rage. 
Nay, I verily believe that it was the mystic appearance 
of the latter in the smiths’ cave which made him so 
determined to encamp at Tang. 

Powerless to resist, for filial obedience is regarded 
as one of the most solemn obligations by the Arabs, 
Tampa could only bow his head as the old man 
sternly ordered the caravan to proceed. Convinced, 
however, that some serious danger threatened, we 
both kept a sharp look-out, and held our weapons in 
readiness. To this watchfulness the entire party owed 
its salvation. - | 
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We were traversing a rocky defile about three 
miles from the village, when a couple of shots rang 
out, and one of our Tibbus fell. Taken by surprise 
the escort turned to flee, but several bullets from our 
rear showed that we were entrapped. Happily neither 
Tampa nor I lost our heads, and ere the echoes of the 
second discharge had died away, we had brought two 
incautious marksmen down. Checked by this swift 
reprisal, the enemy suspended fire for two or three 
minutes and thereby allowed us to seek shelter behind 
some boulders. 

Greatly outnumbered, it soon became evident that 
we could not at the most hold out more than an hour. 
The prospect was certainly hopeless, and I was not 
surprised to hear the sheik mutteringly denounce 
himself for having brought us into such a strait. 

Still, the more serious the danger the greater the 
brave man’s opportunity. Though we occasionally 
hit a leg or an arm, and chuckled at the accompanying 
yell, we did not escape scatheless. Two Tibbus were 
shot, a bullet grazed my side, and my robe was soon 
stained with blood, while the sheik lost a finger. 
Emboldened by their numbers and success, the enemy 
began to close in, and would soon have brought the 
conflict to a speedy termination but for an act of 
signal courage on the part of Tampa. 

Soon after the engagement began, our attention 
was attracted to a couple of men who were apparently 
directing the attack. Though we frequently fired at 
them we failed to hit them, for the long Moorish 
musket is an exceedingly untrustworthy weapon. 
Encouraged by this immunity, the white-robed, red- 
turbaned pair ran forward to the shelter of some 
boulders, some fifty yards from where we were 
sheltered, meanwhile loudly calling on their com- 
panions to follow. 

After a hasty consultation Tampa and I determined 
to make one last desperate bid for life, though the 
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chances of success appeared exceedingly remote. 
Instructing our companions to crouch well under the 
rock and to remain perfectly silent, we selected a 
yataghan apiece, and bounding from our shelter with 
blood-curdling yells raced madly across the open 
space separating us from the two leaders, 

Possibly the apparent madness of our proceedings 
demoralized the enemy, for not a shot was fired as we 
raced over those fifty yards; indeed we were within 
a dozen paces of our quarry before the “ ping” of the 
ill-aimed bullets sounded. A couple of seconds later 
we were on the astonished leaders. 

On such occasions despatch is a most essential 
virtue. Dropping my sword, I seized the man 
immediately before me, and applying the fling of a 
Westmoreland wrestler had him on his back in a trice. 
Then seizing my dagger, I held the point to his throat 
as I cried— 

“By the sacred Koran, if thou dost not at once 
order thy people to stop firing and to fall back, this 
moment shall be thy last.” 

Whoso boasteth is a fool. Without being a fire- 
eater or indeed claiming any greater courage than 
falls to the average man, I can well believe that my 
dishevelled appearance, unusual height, wild glaring 
eyes and savage manner convinced the Arab that he 
was in the grasp of one of the genii of the hills. 
Though he was a brave man, his brown cheek blanched 
and he trembled. After all, Paradise was shadowy 
and life was sweet, and the claims of love entrancing. 
Hesitating therefore but a moment, he shouted at the 
top of his voice— 

“In the name of Allah,O my people! these are 
not men but demons with whom we are fighting. Lift 
not your hands against them, but fall back five 
hundred paces.” 

Despite the cries of astonishment which greeted 
this order it was nevertheless obeyed, and a few 
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minutes later our prisoners were standing before the 
sheik. But Tampa’s captive gave him considerable 
trouble, for, evading the blow my friend aimed at him, 
he had inflicted a small flesh-wound with his spear 
on Tampa’s thigh. He paid dearly for this, however, 
for my comrade swept his hand off, thereby making 
the man howl with rage and pain. 

Having secured my prisoner, I turned to assist to 
bandage the stranger’s wounded arm, though he 
cursed us vigorously and elaborately during the oper- 
ation. 

As I caught a full view of the man’s face I gave a 
cry of profound surprise. Why, in the name of every- 
thing wonderful, he bore a strange likeness to the villain 
Mahrakee! As I looked searchingly into his face, 
however, I noticed that though quite as sinister in 
expression, it lacked the strength of our arch-enemy’s 
countenance, while a few straggling grey hairs with 
certain deep lines of care on the forehead and at the 
corners of the eyes showed that he was Mahrakee’s 
senior by.some years. It was obvious that so marked 
a likeness could not be accidental, and a feeling of 
sombre dread took possession of me as I asked 
myself—Was this a brother or a relative of the man 
we were pursuing? 

My suspicions proved correct. Though natives of 
Algeria, the two men had fled from their native village 
a couple of years before, but while Mahrakee had 
wandered freely through the Soudan, his elder brother 
had settled at Tang, where he had by means of his 
wealth attained a position of importance. Always 
ready to assist his brother in his villainous designs, 
he had afforded him shelter and help when he had 
arrived there a few days previously with a small 
following and a strange slave whom he stated he was 
carrying to Senussi’s harem. She was, we were 
informed, a present from the Sultan of Borgu to the 
Mahdi, and being very beautiful and therefore of 
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fabulous value, a number of slave-raiders were pur- 
suing him in order to seize the precious prize. As 
he made a free use of Senussi’s name he had little 
difficulty in securing the help of the inhabitants of 
Tang to his wily schemes; hence the attack. 

This information was given us by the young Arab 
sheik. Frank and outspoken, a fair fighter and a 
man ready to acknowledge a brave antagonist, he 
was filled with rage when he discovered how effect- 
ually he and his people had been duped. And 
yet, though disposed to trust him, we were too 
cautious to release him without adopting every 
precaution. In order, therefore, to anticipate any 
attempt at assassination, we compelled the two men 
to swear on the Koran that they would protect us in 
every way, and assist us in prosecuting our journey. 
The younger man was ready enough to take the oath ; 
indeed immediately afterwards he ordered his people 
to bring us food and water, and to treat us as honoured 
guests. 

Though the elder Mahrakee took the oath, he did 
so with such reluctance that our suspicions were 
strengthened. Realizing that if we allowed him to 
go, our lives would not be worth an hour’s purchase, 
we decided to take him with us as a hostage, a pro- 
ceeding the young sheik was by no means averse to, 
for the wounded man had become a powerful rival, 
and threatened to supplant him as the hereditary 
chief of the settlement. Subsequently, with the aid 
of the young sheik’s stronger party, we compelled the 
elder Mahrakee’s followers to swear on the Koran not 
to molest us, and also to pay due respect to the head 
of the village. Thus did we carry out Czsar’s motto, 
“Divide and conquer.” 

Our prisoner proved to be a morose and ill-con- 
ditioned fellow, extremely reticent, and for ever 
plotting to escape; indeed on several occasions we 
found him endeavouring to corrupt our escort, but 
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a hint at the vengeance Senussi would wreak on them 
if they proved unfaithful always pulled them up short. 
To my infinite surprise the man’s mutilated arm 
occasioned him no very serious illness; in fact, the 
wound had completely healed within a week, thus 
proving how remarkably healthy the inhabitants of 
the Sahara are. Although this inhospitable region is 
generally regarded as death’s parade-ground, there 
is no healthier place on the globe. Consumption, 
diseases of the chest, rheumatism, malarial fevers, and 
the host of complaints incidental to a variable or damp 
climate are all but unknown, and though the people 
are ever fighting against hunger and thirst, many live 
to an extreme old age, and all are strong, active, and 
quick-witted. It would really seem as though civiliz- 
ation by making life too easy had sown a plentiful 
crop of diseases, and had already marked the first 
step in the decadence of the race by weakened frames 
and duller intelligence. Nothing sharpens a man’s 
wits so much as the fact that he will have to forage 
for his next meal, and that if he is not extremely alert, 
both he and those he loves will run the most serious 
risk of starvation. 

Resuming our journey in the belief that we had 
at last secured an instrument wherewith to checkmate 
our implacable enemy, we passed under Mount 
Tarso, snow-clad and majestic, towering fully ten 
thousand feet above us; then crossed the desolate 
Afifi range, and descended into the stony desert 
which stretches for three hundred miles into Tripoli. 
Happily we found wells every fifteen or twenty miles, 
and thus reached Wau in fairly sound condition. 

How poor are jingling words to describe this 
delightful oasis! After the hot, monotonous, silent 
desert, the coolness, variety, and plenty of Wau seemed 
like a foretaste of heaven. Here were groves of stately 
palms, -yellow-green fields of dourra, gardens of 
melons, apricots, pomegranates, and other fruits; 
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clean tents and white square houses amid which the 
sedate, happy, and devout inhabitants moved and the 
Arab children played, while the contented domestic 
slaves lazily performed their easy duties—all so dif- 
ferent to the insecurity, naked poverty, and acute 
misery which forms so prominent a part of human 
life in the greater part of this strange continent. 

Innumerable strangers from the Soudan entered this 
oasis after months of weary wandering over the desert, 
worn out and depressed, yet eager for information 
respecting the great Senussi, and after a brief season 
departed with the light of religious enthusiasm glow- 
ing in their faces, and stirring the inmost recesses of 
their souls ; every one a missionary, every one prepared 
to gladly die for the cause, all eagerly hoping to hear 
the signal, and yet willing to watch and wait until old 
age had whitened the head of eager youth. Happily 
this great upheaval did not evaporate in prayers and 
pious declarations, but showed itself in the orderly 
demeanour of the people, in wide-spread sympathy 
with the poor, and in a complete absence of quarrel- 
ling and other offences. Nosound of clanking chains 
struck the ear, no cry of hopeless affliction wrung the 
heart, no melancholy monuments of scattered human 
bones 1n the adjacent desert marked like gruesome 
finger-posts the path of the man-hunter, and slavery 
cast no fell shadows over this happy retreat. 

Whence did this marvellous self-sacrifice, this 
revolution in Arab tradition and sentiment, and this 
glowing enthusiasm spring? Old faiths seldom suffer 
from fever. Neither the Sultan’s irade, the unfurling 
of the sacred green standard, nor a proclamation of 
a holy war could so arouse the Mohammedan world 
as did the message which was delivered to the 
pilgrims at Wau. 

The cause found its name in that of a man— 
Senussi. | 

Yes, The air pulsated with that mysterious name, 
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It hung on the lisping lips of love, and echoed amid 
the clang of martial weapons. It concluded every 
bargain, inspired every journey, lightened every 
burden, sanctified marriage, stimulated the living, 
comforted the dying, proclaimed a bond of vital 
brotherhood, and laid the foundation for a revival of 
Arab power destined to shake Africa from end to end, 
and vibrate wherever the name of Mohammed is 
revered. 

And yet not one of the thousands who yearly 
passed through Wau, or, indeed, any who resided 
there save the Vekil, had ever seen Senussi. Great, 
mysterious, all-powerful, he lived the life of a recluse 
‘at Jarabub in the Siwa oasis, on the northern portion 
of the Libyan Desert. 

Here we parted with our Tibbu escort. Though 
influenced no doubt by the sheik’s proffered recom- 
pense, the great consideration which had induced 
them to undertake the hazardous journey was a desire 
to visit Wau in order to be instructed in the tenets 
of the Senussi brotherhood, and thereby gain influence 
and respect when they returned to their own people. 
Though ignorant, bigoted, and suspicious, they had 
shown themselves brave and faithful, and well 
deserved the additional reward bestowed on them. 

Here, too, Bira, Tampa’s young wife, sent her final 
message to her people. Though conscious that she 
would never see the mountains of Tibesti again, her 
soul was so absorbed in love for Tampa that she 
parted with the Tibbus with little signs of regret. 
The beautiful girl had been completely transformed 
since her marriage, and obeyed the slightest wish of 
her adored husband with the greatest joy, adopting 
the shroud-like garments and hateful veil of Moham- 
medanism without a murmur. Enduring the long 
marches and privations of the desert with as great 
a fortitude as the strongest men, she had melted the 
cold reserve of Tampa and endeared herself to the 
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sheik, who found in her company some little con- 
solation for his lost daughter. 

It was an extremely fortunate circumstance that 
the Vekil, Omar—the priest, oracle, governor, leader, 
and magistrate of Wau—was a life-long friend of 
Selah Mohammed. Indeed, we had scarcely entered 
the little town before his attendants waited on us 
with pressing invitations to accept his hospitality. 

Of the venerable Vekil I shall ever retain the most 
grateful remembrance. ‘Though living in the plainest 
manner and in jealous retirement, only coming forth 
to enrol members and to instruct the people in the 
principles of the brotherhood, his love for his old 
comrade and his devotion to the hospitable customs 
of his people were such that he lavished the greatest 
care and attention upon us, and pressed us to remain 
with him for a lengthened period. When the sheik, 
however, as an apology for our speedy departure, 
described the abduction of Atika, and mentioned 
Mahrakee’s name, and also described the capture of 
the elder Mahrakee, the old Vekil’s brow lowered, and 
an unaccustomed exclamation of anger escaped him. 

“By the Apostle of Allah! this man, while 
loudly professing devotion to Senussi the Mahdi, doth 
betray him, and uses the power entrusted to him to 
further his own wicked designs. This son of a dog 
arrived five days ago and asked my help to carry out 
the sacred orders of the Mahdi. And I not doubting 
him, for he gave the sign of the inner brotherhood, 
furnished him with camels and food and saw him 
depart two days later to deliver his message to the 
Vekils of Tomasai, Fughua, and Sokna, and the 
scattered people of the Black Mountains. Nay, I 
sorrowed with him, for he had his sick wife and sister 
with him, and I blessed him and bade him hope for 
the day when the Faithful should rise in their might 
and proclaim Senussi as the Mahdi who has come to 
rule the world.” 
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We looked at each other in the greatest dismay. 
What could our crafty enemy mean by thus hurrying 
to the bleak and difficult recesses of the Black Moun- 
tains? Who was the woman he was passing off as 
his sister? Our hearts ached as we pictured the 
privations and dangers to which poor Atika would 
be subjected, and of the agony she would suffer at 
being compelled to endure the constant companion- 
ship of this unprincipled rascal. Well might we 
enash our teeth and clench our hands at our impotence! 
Who could help us? Alas! no one. Abu Bekr had 
vanished, though we were by no means sure that he 
was not in league with Mahrakee. 

“It is fate,” groaned the sheik with a heavy sigh, as 
his head sank on his breast, and his noble face worked 
with emotion. “ Will the angel Azrael summon me 
ere I look once more on the face of my beloved 
daughter? Ah, how readily would I give my life to 
snatch her from this uncircumcised villain’s hands, 
and place her amongst those she loves!” 

“Knowest thou not, O Selah Mohammed, my friend, 
that the brave man never despairs?” responded the 
Vekil, in a sympathetic voice. “Though the world 
is large and thy enemy is crafty, does the help of thy 
friends count for nothing? If hatred, and crime, and 
villainy are strong, and are for the time apparently 
successful, know this, my ancient friend, that nobility, 
and virtue, and faith are more powerful, and will in 
the end triumph.” 

“Thy words are wise,O Omar!” said the sheik in 
a sad and weary voice, “but they will not bring me 
back my child, or save her from the wicked will of the 
accursed Mahrakee. Can the broken heart be com- 
forted by telling it that the Faithful shall inherit the 
earth, and that Eblis shall be banished ? ” 

At these despairing words silence fell upon us. 

“ How, shadowy does ultimate good appear com- 
pared to the joy I should feel at gripping the throat 

oO 
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of mine enemy?” resumed the sheik after a lengthy 
pause as he looked fiercely round. “O for an hour’s 
possession of the marvellous powers of Abu Bekr! 
Then would I crush this villain, and fold my loved 
child in my arms again. Knowest thou, my brother, 
whither Abu Bekr, the Physician, has journeyed ?” 

“Abu Bekr?” said the Vekil in a puzzled tone. 
“Who is he, and where does he live ?” 

“Knowest thou not Abu Bekr, the Physician?” 
cried the sheik in amazement. “Surely thou hast heard 
of his miracles? Hecan heal the sick, snatch men from 
the hands of the angel Azrael, read one’s thoughts 
like an open book, tame wild beasts, and convey at 
will food and water to those perishing in the desert. 
Verily forgetfulness is thy portion, and thy thoughts 
wander from the beaten track of wisdom.” 

“Nay, I know not, O Selah Mohammed, the wonder- 
worker of whom thou speakest,” replied Omar. “ If 
he be not an evil geni sent by Eblis to oppress thee, 
then he will be one of Senussi’s chosen few whom he 
hath endowed with strange powers, in order by the 
working of miracles to bring the people back to the 
noble faith of the great Apostle of Allah, upon whom 
be blessing and glory for ever.” 

“Ameen! Ameen!” piously responded the sheik. 

After looking carefully round to ascertain that he 
was not likely to be overheard, the Vekil continued— 

“ Bismillah! Is not the miraculous power of Senussi 
the strongest evidence that he is the true Mahdi? 
Knowest thou not that he has appointed earnest and 
good men who journey from village to village spread- 
ing the light and exhorting the people to be faithful 
to the cause of the sacred Prophet, and to be ready 
to take up arms when the true believers shall receive 
the signal? Has he not also appointed a Vekil in 
every village, to whom he has transferred some of his 
marvellous powers, and with whom he can communi- 
cate as swift as thought? Ah, dotard that I am, why 
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have I not invoked the Master’s aid before?” and 
Omar smote his breast as a man will who is dissatisfied 
with himself. 

Although surprised at this outbreak, we did not 
interrupt the patriarch, but waited for his explanation. 
He now sat, however, as motionless as a statue, with 
closed eyes, clenched hands, and contracted forehead. 
During the ensuing half-hour the sheik spoke to him 
several times, without receiving any answer. The man 
was oblivious to his surroundings, and save for the 
fact that his eyelids occasionally quivered and he 
sighed, he might have been in a sound sleep. When 
he did open his eyes, he looked round in a half-dazed 
manner. At last he said— 

“Be of good cheer, O sheik. Senussi the Mahdi 
knows thy sorrow, and bids thee hope. It is his will 
that thou shalt not penetrate the Black Mountains in 
pursuit of Mahrakee, but to proceed forthwith to 
Jarabub. Nor shalt thou fear for thy daughter, for the 
great Prophet has thrown the mantle of his protection 
over her. Is not Bebé, thy daughter’s slave, even 
now travelling to Jarabub so that Senussi may send 
her to comfort Atika, thy daughter ? ” 

Well might we sit in speechless astonishment look- 
ing at the Vekil. What did he mean? How could 
he, in that brief interval, communicate with his chief 
and receive so emphatic an answer, seeing that 
Jarabub was fully two hundred miles distant? Tele- 
graph? telephone? Nay, the thought was absurd, for 
these forces play no part in the old-time world of 
North Africa, where men come and go as leisurely as 
.did their forebears three thousand years ago, and 
where the camel is the express. Besides, this man 
spake of Bebé, whose name had not been hitherto 
mentioned in Wau, for we had left her, as we believed, 
in safe-keeping in the Tibestian mountains, hoping to 
send for her when Atika was rescued. 

The thing was so incomprehensible that we could 
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only sit in clownish astonishment staring at our host. 
Observing our perplexity he exclaimed— 

“Does Allah consult man as to how He shall rule 
the world? Verily the infidel nations, claiming in 
their vanity all wisdom, say that certain things are 
possible or otherwise, but what man amongst them 
can add an inch to his height or prolong his life 
beyond the allotted span? Marvel not, therefore, 
that I have just conversed with Senussi, from whom I 
derive my power. Swifter than a swallow’s flight or 
lightning from heaven are the thoughts of man. 
Behold, Senussi is wise and learned and endowed 
with powers which make him a giant even amongst 
great men.” 

What could we do but sit in shuddering silence 
before this remarkable manifestation of the latest 
prophet’s power? There was no assertion that these 
things were wrought through supernatural agency— 
no hint of gins or goblins, no charlatanism, no attempt 
at dramatic effect. It really seemed as though Senussi 
had reduced to scientific demonstration the existence 
of the subtle laws of thought transference, simultaneity, 
and mental sympathy whereof European science 
knows so little. Though Western philosophers have 
long regarded the wise man of the East as a myth, 
they will yet realize that Eastern sages have a much 
clearer knowledge of the invisible universe than 
European scientists have. 

And yet despite this evidence of Senussi’s power, 
it seemed so contrary to one’s experience of life to 
abandon a pursuit which promised the eventual 
capture of Mahrakee, fora plan so risky and uncertain, 
that a protest rose to my lips, though I happily 
checked it. Who will cast aside a life-belt in favour 
of a straw? i 

“Thou knowest, O Selah Mohammed, that I have 
been thy friend from childhood, and would do much 
to serve thee,” resumed the Vekil solemnly. He had 
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evidently divined our doubt and hesitancy, and was 
anxious that we should not jeopardize our prospects 
by hasty resolutions. “Take my advice, and all will be 
well. Senussi the Prophet is mightier than king or 
sultan, for he lives in the hearts and affections of men, 
and can command forces before which mankind is 
powerless. By obeying the Master thy daughter will 
be restored to thee and Mahrakee be punished, 
whereas disobedience will end in disaster and 
sorrow.” 

The mention of his enemy’s name naturally re- 
minded the sheik that Mahrakee’s brother was a 
prisoner in his hands, and that the Vekil could 
possibly obtain some information from him. With 
his consent, therefore, the man was led in, his chains 
clanking noisily and his face bearing that morose look 
which had struck us from the first. 

For a brief space the men looked at each other 
like antagonists about to engage in a deadly struggle. 
At last the Vekil said— 

“What dost thou here,O Musa? Dost thou wish 
to incur the anger of the great Mahdi by aiding thy 
brother to do evil?” 

The look of surprise and dismay which showed 
itself on the prisoner’s face told that the Vekil had 
struck home. Nor was this surprising. The prisoner 
had been so reticent during our journey that we 
had been unable to learn his name, or indeed anything 
concerning him. However, he soon recovered himself, 
and answered scornfully— 

“What is it to thee, Vekil of Wau, how I come 
or go, what I eat or drink, whether I do good or 
evil? Art thou a keeper of souls, or dost thou hold 
the keys of Paradise ?” 

“ Aye, forsooth, thou art a child of Eblis, and the 
hell of unbelievers and scoffers will be thy portion,” 
sharply retorted Omar. Invariably treated with the 
greatest respect and reverence, he naturally resented 
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the insulting manner in which the prisoner addressed 
him. 

“ Dost thou think that the wisdom of Senussi and 
the devotion of his followers can be thwarted by such 
as thee?” the old man sternly continued. “ Behold, 
thy soul shall stand forth naked and ashamed.” 

During this short dialogue the Vekil’s eyes were 
fixed on those of Musa, who could not apparently 
withdraw his gaze, but stood looking intently at the 
venerable old man as though fascinated. For some 
time neither spake. Then the Vekil suddenly passed 
his outstretched right hand before the face of the 
other, when his head sank, and he stood as though 
plunged into a profound sleep. : 

After waiting a brief space as though to assure 
himself that he had obtained full control over his 
subject, the Vekil said— 

“ Art thou there, Musa? ’ 

“I am, O my father,’ came the answer, but in a 
much more cheerful voice than we had hitherto heard, 
and the man raised his head and showed us his eyes 
fixed on vacancy. 

“Remove thy chains.” 

Without the slightest hesitation the prisoner com- 
pressed each hand in turn until it easily slipped 
through the iron hoop. Then he bent the thick 
anklets until they permitted his feet to pass. Stand- 
ing motionless he waited for the Vekil to proceed. 

“Let thy soul travel quickly along the caravan 
route from Wau to Sokna in the Black Mountains, 
and looking in the faces of those who journey thither, 
say if thou knowest any one.” 

For several seconds the man gave no sign. Then 
he uttered an exclamation of astonishment and 
pleasure, and stepped hastily forward as though 
anxious to greet a loved friend. 

“What seest thou?” eagerly demanded the Vekil. 

“As Allah liveth, I see Mahrakee, my brother, 
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with a strong escort, resting near a well one day’s 
journey from Fughua. He is now pacing eagerly to 
and fro and looking greatly troubled. Then he turns 
to give orders to his men, for after performing their 
prayers they sit down to their meal. Yes—yes. My 
brother is now pausing in front of a carefully-closed 
tent. And now his hesitancy is followed by a look 
of determination, and with a muttered curse he 
draws the cloth aside and enters,” 

“Allah grant thee clear vision!” cried the Vekil, 
while the sheik, Tampa, and I leant forward in the 
most terrible anxiety. 

“In the name of the glorious Prophet say on,” 
cried Omar. 

“As Mahrakee enters, a beautiful young woman, 
with hair like the finest unwoven silk, rises to her feet 
in alarm. Though her face is very white and un- 
utterably sad, like one afflicted with the greatest grief, 
her eyes flash with anger, and she casts a look of 
intense scorn upon him, while she handles a short 
spear ready to use it if assailed.” 

“May Allah protect thee, O light of my soul!” 
moaned the unhappy sheik. The realistic recital of 
the dangers which beset Atika racked his soul, and 
made his face haggard and worn, and his eyes blood- 
shot, while great beads of perspiration rolled down 
his cheeks, 

During those fearful minutes my brain hovered on 
the brink of frenzy, and I writhed and groaned in 
impotent rage. Gods! I would have given the re- 
maining years of my life for a short five minutes with 
the atrocious villain. Still the inexorable voice of the 
old Vekil continued— : 

“Seest thou them yet ?” 

“ Mahrakee is pleading with this beautiful woman 
as a man will who begs a maid to be his wife, but she 
turns scornfully from him with burning words. Then 
his face assumes that look which always told me that 
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he would, when overcome with rage, defy the angel 
Azrael, and he declares that she shall yet be his 
though the whole world should seek to stop him. 
Then another woman enters from an inner tent, and, 
taking her stand before the fairer and younger one, 
bids my brother begone. She, too, is very beautiful.” 

“Yes, yes,” breathlessly exclaimed the Vekil. 

“Mahrakee has raised his sword and is about to 
slay the strange woman when he starts back with a 
cry of horror, and, covering his eyes with his hands, 
seeks to shut out some terrible sight. Then witha 
fearful cry he rushes from the tent. And I also see 
that dread form. It is that of a great shadow, terrible 
as death, hovering beside the women, and with out- 
stretched arm pointing at Mahrakee. And lo! the 
shadow is that of Senussi the Mahdi.” 

“Praise be to Allah, the Compassionate and Pro- 
tector of innocence,” cried the sheik in a voice of 
ecstasy. God knows what a load of misery had been 
lifted from all our hearts by that final vision, for imme- 
diately afterwards Musa appeared to relapse into a 
deep sleep. 

As we resumed our seats the good old Vekil 
exclaimed— 

“Peace be on thee and thy household, O Selah 
Mohammed! Did I not tell thee that the great 
Senussi would protect thy loved one? Go thy way, 
therefore, in peace to Jarabub, where the will of the 
Prophet will be made manifest.” 

“And as for thee,” he continued, as he brought 
Musa back to consciousness, “return to thine own 
people; and beware of evil, lest the vengeance of 
Senussi overtake thee.” 

With a look of submission and fear the man passed 
from the tent and from our lives. 

Assured now of the power and goodwill of the great 
Arab leader, we made our preparations to proceed to 
Jarabub with more content than we had known for 
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weeks, though we were still greatly perplexed as to 
the identity of the strange woman who had come so 
mysteriously to Atika’s help. 

Ah! how well do I recall the old Vekil’s farewell. 
I can see him now as Tampa and I knelt to receive 
his blessing, his noble face aglow with love and sym- 
pathy, and I can still hear his voice as he embraced 
the sheik, saying with a quiver— 

“Allah go with thee, friend of my childhood. 
Though we shall never meet again this side the grave, 
we shall ere long enjoy the pleasures of Paradise 
together. May thy children ever revere thy name as 
that of a good man, may thy descendants be many 
and powerful, thy last days those of peace, and thy 
passage into future glories swift and pleasant. Allah 
go with thee, and drive the shadows of care from thy 
path. Farewell, my brother, farewell.” 


CHAPTER XV 
THE VEILED PROPHET OF JARABUB 


“ PEACE be on you, O strangers, and the blessings 
of the Most High! Whither go you ?” 

“May thy life be as a garden and thy soul bloom 
in Paradise, O favoured one! We go to gather know- 
ledge and wisdom from the great Sidi Senussi, the 
Mahdi,” responded the sheik reverently. 

“ Behold the Prophet, the thrice-favoured of heaven, 
will surely bless you for seeking to follow the paths 
of the righteous. Whence come ye?” 

This information having been given, we hoped the 
jealous custodians of the white, thick-walled convent 
of Ben Alua, within a day’s journey of Jarabub, would 
have been satisfied. But no. These zealous, stern- 
faced monks guarded the gates of the holy city with 
sleepless vigilance. Whoso evaded or deceived them 
must surely be endowed with supernatural powers, 
and if rumour spoke correctly more than one rash’ 
inquisitive Christian had for ever disappeared from 
the sight of men in making the attempt. 

“In the name of Allah come forward and give the 
sacred sign,” resumed the red-turbaned monk, making 
an almost imperceptible sign to the dozen fierce, 
heavily-armed Arabs behind him, who were apparently 
ready to obey his slightest order. _ 

Happily, we had been carefully instructed in the 
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necessary answers by our friend, the Vekil of Wau. 
The sheik was the first to enter the low, deep archway, 
and after a considerable interval I followed. I pre- 
sently found myself in a great courtyard with a clean 
sandy floor, bare white walls, and a small doorway on 
each side—all so different to the refreshing retreats 
invariably found in the centre of Eastern houses. 
Seated, however, on the sand, under the shadow of 
the wall at the further end of this courtyard, was a 
venerable man attired in a white robe, a camel-hair 
girdle,and a green turban. As I salaamed in silence, 
he said— 

“Ts it well with thee, O Yuseef, of the household of 
Selah Mohammed? Dost thou seek wisdom and 
light? Yet knowest thou not, that none shall see 
Senussi, the long-promised one, save those who give 
the great sign.” 

Though my heart was beating quickly, for failure 
or hesitation meant certain death, I uttered the potent 
words without stumbling, and also drew on the sand 
immediately in front of the old man several Arabic 
characters. What these words and signs were my 
oath forbids me to say. 

“Allah be with thee, my son. Go, and ever re- 
member the sacred instruction of the divine Koran: 
‘Fight against the people of the Book, Jews and 
Christians, until they pay tribute with their hands 
and are humbled.’ Bismillah! thou art indeed blessed 
to look upon the face of the great Mahdi, and to hear 
the words of wisdom flowing like honey from his lips,” 
and the old man sighed as though envying me. Then 
he waved his hand towards a low doorway. 

After a grateful reverence and a murmured “Thy 
blessing is welcome to the wearied traveller,” I retired 
into a second chamber, which, though very scantily 
‘furnished, contained a large table bearing a. very 
substantial meal. | 

Next morning we resumed our journey in company 
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with a mixed body of travellers from all parts of 
North Africa, and with only a solitary monk to act 
as guide. We had crossed the southern slopes of the 
Black Mountains, passed through the Jebel Morai, 
and also the hilly country of Jalo,in all of which 
robber bands in bygone days hid in perfect security. 
So strong was the influence of the Senussi brother- 
hood that no one now thought of molesting a traveller, 
providing, of course, he belonged to the Faithful. In- 
deed, so powerful was the order that no stranger 
ignorant of the passwords could approach within one 
hundred and twenty miles of Jarabub. 

Nor was safety in travelling the only evidence of 
the reforming zeal of this omnipotent brotherhood. 
Inculcating the principles of industry, and strongly 
condemning all who spent their lives in idleness, 
it had reclaimed several oases, cleared filled-up wells, 
promoted the growth of the date-palm, and generally 
established the most perfect order, peace, security, and 
prosperity in Southern Tripoli and the oases of the 

ra. Every zawai radiated good government, 
peace, and plenty ; every mokadem and vekil was a 
father and an upright judge to those around him; 
indeed, one might well imagine that some beneficent 
angel hovered over this benighted region, in order to 
bless the barren hills and sombre waterless valleys, to 
resist the ever-encroaching desert, and to make this 
fringe of the great Sahara as populous and prosperous 
as it was when the conquering legions of Rome erected 
their enduring monuments and temples five hundred 
miles south of the Mediterranean seaboard. 

The greater part of the day had sped when our 
guide warned us that we might espy the sacred city 
at any moment. This announcement sent a tremor 
of joy through our strangely mixed company. Had 
they been approaching the gates of Paradise their joy 
could not have been greater; in fact, no promise of 
earthly riches, no position of dignity or power, no 
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pleasures however great or varied could have induced 
the poorest amongst them to forego the prospect of 
seeing the temple of the great mysterious saint, or 
receiving his blessing. Some had travelled a couple 
of thousand miles and risked a thousand terrible 
deaths to gaze on the convent of the great saint ; 
others had sold all their earthly possessions, and 
could scarcely call the coarse, ragged robe and staff 
they carried their own ; and others, again, had camels 
laden with arms and riches—presents for Senussi. 
And yet in rare good-fellowship, wealth and poverty, 
dignity and humility, power and servitude, tramped 
onward side by side, all assured that he whom they 
loved, and for whom they would die with the greatest 
pleasure, would give every one a kindly greeting and 
blessing. 

Alas! in what Christian community can such noble 
fellowship be found as will induce its members to act 
like these desert wanderers—to gladly sacrifice every- 
thing they possess for the good of their poorer fellows, 
and to go forth, if need be, naked and homeless for the 
Cause? Has not the acquisition of wealth and power 
materialized their souls, and effectually crushed that 
noble self-sacrifice which is the very essence of true 
religion ? 

Suddenly our guide stopped, and pointing to some 
faint shadows on the shimmering horizon, exclaimed 
in joyous tones— 

“ Behold, O faithful ones, the holy city of Jarabub!” 

For a moment—and only for a moment—there was 
a profound silence. Then the entire company burst 
into such a chorus of glad cries, joyous weeping, and 
thankful prayers as souls journeying from the regions 
of the damned may well give on obtaining their first 
glimpse of the celestial city. With outstretched arms 
and tears running down their cheeks these travel- 
stained pilgrims invoked blessings on the great Mahdi. 
No wonder that their voices quivered, or that they 
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reeled like drunken men. Had they not longed and 
prayed, and laboured and suffered and sighed for 
years in order to feast their eyes in this manner! 

Yet joy seldom kills, and presently we were racing 
over the burning plain towards the mounds of sand, 
the white buildings, the grim ruins, and the feather-like 
palm-trees which appeared to beckon us onward. 
After passing through a considerable belt of sand- 
dunes we arrived at a great open gateway built in the 
thick stone wall which encircled the city and protected 
it from the drifting sand which is ever threatening to 
overwhelm these islands in the desert. 

Pausing in order to allow the rest of the party to 
enter first, the sheik, Tampa, and I stood, and with 
eager eyes looked down on this favoured retreat. 
Difficult of access, save to those in charge of a guide, 
well-watered, healthy, and fertile ; with ample building 
material from the Roman ruins frowning from hillside, 
valley, and plantation ; self-supporting, for its groves 
of date-palms, pomegranates, apricots, and bananas, 
with yellow fields of dourra, furnished ample food, 
while the well-dressed skins of sheep, goats, oxen, and 
camels made light, durable, and attractive clothing for 
the people,—what more secure retreat could Sidi 
Senussi have selected to build up, under the shadow 
of the old Roman temple of Jupiter Ammon, a revived 
and exalted Mohammedanism which should gather 
the forces of Islam under one banner, and drive the 
European unbelievers from the lands of the Faithful ? 

Pitching our tent under a stately banana, we 
waited anxiously for the call to the strangers who 
were to carry the words of the great Mahdi to their 
distant homes. At last, thank God, we should now 
receive some information respecting the lost Atika, 
and perchance wreak vengeance on the author of our 
SOrrows. 

Naturally, the great convent wherein Senussi lived 
absorbed our attention. Covering at least four acres 
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of ground, the walls were so high and thick as to 
effectually defy anything save strong artillery. Inside 
this Eastern Kremlin were a number of stone houses, 
a couple of wells, apartments for guests, schools 
wherein to educate the two thousand students who 
were being trained as Mohammedan missionaries and 
emissaries of the brotherhood, a great mosque, build- 
ings full of arms and ammunition, baths, and a great 
square wherein the entire population of Jarabub could 
be massed. As the town was the shape of a stirrup, 
the convent was placed at the rounded end, while the 
majority of the wells, the extensive plantations, and 
the grazing ground for the camels, goats, and oxen 
lay about a mile and a half from the southern or foot- 
rest of the great stirrup. 

For three days we vainly waited for the promised 
signal from the occupants of the mysterious fortress- 
convent, but no cry rang from the praying towers, no 
echo of life was heard, and its great wooden eastern 
doors remained closed. 

On the morning of the fourth day, however, while 
standing at the opening of the tent with my eyes fixed 
.on the great building, wondering whether my loved 
one was imprisoned there, I saw a white-robed figure 
ascend one of the towers, and turning with outstretched 
hands, apparently bless the devoted city. This 
appeared, however, to be a signal, for the next 
moment the melancholy booming of an elephant-horn 
resounded in the clear air. 

Never did call of trumpet occasion so marvellous a 
change. The patient husbandman irrigating his fields 
or gathering his fruit outside the walls; the devotee 
poring over his Koran in the shadow of his two-storied, 
white, flat-roofed house ; the pilgrim joyfully dreaming 
of the ineffable joy of meeting the great Senussi face 
to face; the brawny-armed smith manufacturing 
weapons for the great crusade, the hucksters of food 
all, young and old, strangers and natives, rich and 
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poor, suddenly suspended their labours, pleasures, or 
devotions, and hurried towards the great open space 
in front of the convent, crying excitedly— 

“Senussi the Mahdi and the great assembly! 
Senussi the Mahdi and the great assembly!” 

Roused to the greatest excitement, trembling with 
hope that at last we might hear something about 
Atika, and filled with curiosity to see the mysterious 
being whose name filled all men’s mouths, the sheik, 
Tampa, and I hurried forward-in the hope of getting 
close to the convent door. 

Unlike an European crowd,this gathering of fully 
four thousand people was strangely silent. Save for 
an occasional groan no sound interrupted the sigh- 
like breathing of the mass, and all stood with eyes 
intently fixed upon the praying tower where I had 
seen the white-robed monk. One glance at that sea 
of faces told me that every man would gladly rush 
forth to certain death if the great leader but gave the 
word. 

These reflections were, however, interrupted by the 
appearance of a venerable elder, who had ascended 
the wall. Raising his hands above his head he 
cried— 

“ There is no Allah but Allah. Mohammed is the 
Guide, and the Apostle of the Most High. Senussi 
is the Mahdi who shall lead the Faithful in the true 
path. Behold, therefore, the successor of the Prophet 
sendeth you his blessing and peace. Though you see 
him not he knows your sorrows and hopes, and bids 
you be comforted. Whoso is afflicted or downcast, 
wearied and in pain, poor and in distress, let him be 
of good courage, for Senussi the Mahdi loves him and 
will comfort him. Go, therefore, and be at ce. 
Let each man pray and do justly, pray and give to 
him that is in want, pray and comfort those in sorrow, 
pray and labour for the bread sweetened by toil, pray 
and make ready for the great day of victory. But 
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the stranger who hath come from afar to gain wisdom 
and knowledge shall enter and hear the words of the 
Mahdi.” 

The next moment the monk had disappeared. 

Without a note of disappointment, and indeed with 
many a glad cry for the comforting words the great 
leader had sent them, fully one-half the multitude 
melted away, betaking themselves to their occupations 
with renewed zest, as though the eye of the master 
they loved so well rested on them. 

Presently the great doors were thrown open and 
the crowd surged in anxious but orderly, a couple 
of monks leading the way. After passing down a 
corridor and across a great courtyard flanked on three 
sides by huge buildings and on the fourth by a stately 
mosque, we were brought to a standstill in order that 
we might enter the sacred building with becoming 
reverence. 

Well might we gaze at this noble house of prayer 
with astonishment and awe! Its existence in the 
desert, whither the hum of civilization never penetrates 
and the ways of men are as primitive as in the days 
of Job and Abraham, was indeed a miracle, and 
impressed me more strongly with the wealth, the 
power, and the organizing ability of the Senussi 
brotherhood than anything I had yet seen. 

Fully six hundred feet square, the interior of the 
mosque consisted of porticoes running round the four 
sides of an open marble-tiled courtyard, in the centre 
of which a delightful fountain played, thus serving the 
double purpose of ablution and thirst assuasion. The 
columns were of white marble, the rest of the stone- 
work being fine red sandstone and white limestone. 
Running from the cornices of the principal pillars 
were light ebony beams supporting gold and silver 
lamps. Qn the eastern side of the mosque a long 
treble portico provided ample shade, while the niche 
indicating the direction of the holy city of Mecca was 
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made of green porphyry, Mohammed’s favourite 
colour. About a dozen yards from it and on the edge 
of the courtyard stood the pulpit, around which were 
several seats for the attendant priests, for the sermon 
is a highly appreciated part in the Mohammedan 
service. 

Inasmuch as painting and sculpture are practically 
forbidden to the Faithful, it need hardly be said that 
no works of art modified the severe grandeur of the 
building. The nearest approach to decoration con- 
sisted in a couple of great flags suspended high above 
the pulpit, one being red and the other green silk, 
with Arabic characters inscribed thereon. The in- 
scription on the red banner ran: “ With the Blessing 
of the Enlightened Prophet, the Lord of the Faithful, 
the Esteemed Sidi Senussi, the Saviour of the age, 
the Sword of the Faithful, the long-promised Mahdi.” 
On the reverse there was a long quotation from the 
Koran. On the green flag, which will be borne at the 
head of the army when Senussi calls upon all believers 
to take up arms, there was the inscription, “ There is 
no Allah but Allah, and Mohammed is the Prophet of 
Allah. At all times let every one profess the know- 
ledge of Allah. Strike, and know that the glories of 
Paradise await thee.” At the four corners of this 
banner were the names of the four first Khalifs : “ Abu 
Bekr,” “Omar,” “ Ali,’ “Osman.” On the reverse 
was a magic square wherein were worked ancient 
Arabic texts which I could not decipher. 

On entering we had, of course, to cast off our 
slippers and perform our prayers. Then we breath- 
lessly awaited the coming of the Mahdi. Presently a 
door in the heavy woodwork near the Mecca niche 
opened, and seven white-robed priests filed out and 
took their places round the pulpit, while one produced 
a straight wooden sword, and resting the point on the 
ground, turned to the people and cried— 

“Assuredly Allah loveth and His angels bless the 


THE VEILED PROPHET OF JARABUB 257 


Prophet. Ye who believe him, bless him and greet 
him with reverence.” 

Following this behest we all kneel with our fore- 
heads to the pavement, while another priest proclaims 
the favour and blessing showered on the great 
Apostle by the Most High. 

As we rise and look at the pulpit, I find it occupied 
by a man whose face is closely veiled, though his eyes 
are uncovered. As his searching glance sweeps over 
the people, it rests fora moment on the sheik, Tampa, 
and J. Little time is, however, given for reflection, 
for a sigh of infinite thankfulness and reverence akin 
to adoration rises from the multitude, followed by 
a murmur like that of a forest under the first faint 
breath of a thunderstorm. This gradually. swells, 
until it finds expression in a thunderous roar of 
“Senussi the Mahdi! Senussi the Mahdi!” 

Then the man removes his veil and stands un- 
covered. 

Good God! Am I mad or dreaming, or has the 
strange mystic influence which has so often manifested 
itself in this unknown land been again thrown over 
me? In the greatest bewilderment I turn and look at 
the sheik and Tampa, but only to find that they, too, 
are so completely overwhelmed with surprise as to 
stare with starting eyes at the figure in the pulpit. 

Then I turn and look, and look, and look again, until 
the conviction forces itself on me that Senussi and Abu 
Bekr are one. Yes, there are the same blue eyes, the 
strong sympathetic face, the curved nose, the arched 
eyebrows, the light fawn complexion, and the same 
Strange magnetic influence. No, there can be no 
mistake. Nature never creates two such potent 
figures at the same time. 

As the one man looks at the many and they at him, 
a profound silence falls on the assembly, and strong 
men crane their necks and find themselves panting 
under some great controlling influence, while even the 
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three of us who had been more in company with the 
great Mahdi than any one present, felt ourselves 
drawn forward, and our wills subverted by some 
mighty power. 

“Peace and blessing and power rest on you, O 
Faithful!” rang out that full, rich voice we had heard 
so often, though it had now naturally greater force 
and majesty than when we heard it during those 
delightful days we spent on the borderland of Wadai. 
Without any visible effort on the part of the speaker, 
it rang like a trumpet-blast through the echoing 
porticoes and up into the clear air. It awoke the 
assembly from its fascinated silence, and the air was 
rent with thunderous cries of— | 

“Senussi the Mahdi! Senussi, the chosen of 
Allah! Senussi, the new Prophet of Islam! O thou 
favoured of Allah, strike down the infidel, and 
establish again the empire of the great Apostle. 
Arise, O Guide, and take down the green standard, 
and we will follow thee. O, Senussi the Mahdi, thou 
successor of the great Apostle, utter the word and 
we will gladly die for thee!” 

On every side are eager, pleading faces, flashing 
eyes, outstretched arms, men quivering with hope and 
religious fervour, every one of whom will gladly face 
the most terrible deaths in order to serve the great 
man before him. Who can say, on looking on that 
sea of faces, illumined by the most passionate devo- 
tion, that Mohammedanism is a dying religion, and 
that no breath of life sweeps through its temples or 
animates its ancient ceremonials? Here in Africa, at 
least, it is a living, vital force, destined to play an all- 
important part in bringing the Dark Continent from 
the slough of paganism into a greater and nobler 
conception of life and duty. Ah, little do good, easy 
Christians realize how rapidly Mohammedanism is 
spreading among the savage races of Africa. Signifi- 
cant fact—for every native converted to Christianity, 
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five hundred are led into the Mohammedan fold, all 
burning with the fierce fire of the convert to spread 
their newly-found faith. When, indeed, will Christen- 
dom understand how totally it has failed to persuade 
the followers of Mohammed to adopt the faith of 
Jesus? 

But the cries suddenly cease, for Senussi has 
stretched out his hand to command silence. 

“ Allah is most great,” he continues. “Think ye,O 
true believers, that the empire of the Faithful can be 
revived by a wave of the hand or a blast of the horn? 
Though Paradise is to be found under the shadow of 
swords, must not these weapons be the result of long | 
labour and great patience? Learn, therefore, that 
the first duty of every believer is to do justly, and 
by good works and the humility of self-sacrifice exalt 
himself and his brethren.” 

As he pauses, apparently to emphasize this senti- 
ment, the sighing of the expectant people fashions 
itself into “ Ameen! Ameen!” 

“Allah is compassionate and merciful,” he resumes. 
“ Are not the commands of the Prophet broken every 
day by the buying and selling of slaves, by false 
evidence, by lying and slander, by deceiving one 
another, by the use of false measures, and by a 
thousand evil acts and thoughts? Now whoso would 
stand well with the Prophet and enter Paradise must 
cast these things from him and walk uprightly, so 
that all men may say, ‘ Lo, this people love peace and 
uprightness, and act according to what they profess.’ 
By this means shall the number and power of the 
Faithful increase.” 

Thus, with many an apt quotation from the Koran 
and trite remark, does the orator enforce the practice 
of virtue. And though the application of these 
principles to the daily lives means a complete revolu- 
tion to many a hoary-headed sheik and red-handed 
slave-dealer, not one in that great assembly but 
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willingly consents to make the greatest sacrifice, and, 
what is, perhaps, more remarkable, to closely adhere 
to this resolution. 

But with his marvellous power of reading the 
thoughts of men, Senussi sees behind that mass of 
upturned, anxious faces, a passionate longing to carry 
the revived faith of their fathers into the strongholds 
of the infidel with fire and sword. What were the 
embattled hosts of Europe, the learning, the wealth, 
and the cunning of the Christians to them? Had not 
the founders of their faith overthrown empires, con- 
quered continents, and compelled half the civilized 
world to accept Mohammed of Medina as their 
Prophet and leader? What was there to prevent 
them establishing the Mahdi as the supreme ruler of 
the world to-day? With a sad smile, as though he 
saw pitfalls and dangers of which they knew nothing, 
he cried— 

“Do you not ask yourselves, O believers, when will 
the day of deliverance come, when will the might of 
the Faithful establish again the Apostle of Allah in 
Africa and Asia? Cannot you hear the clang of 
arms and the quarrelling of sects and creeds, as 
though all were striving to establish the empire of evil 
and to flood the world with blood? But the faith of 
Mohammed shall conquer. Blessed are ye to be 
amongst those who shall carry forward the sacred 
standard.” 

A wave of ecstatic joy sweeps over the listeners, 
and more than one fervid prayer of thanksgiving is 
whispered, but no one speaks: indeed, it seems as 
though all hesitate to break the glorious spell which 
Senussi has cast over them. 

“ Have not the infidel nations formed a narrowing 
ring of stee] around the lands of the Faithful? The 
French are ever creeping down from Algeria towards 
the Soudan, as well as over Tunis and Tripoli. The 
English, too, with that grasp which never relaxes its 
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prey, having seized Egypt, will not rest until their 
conquering armies have swept the entire course of the 
great Nile, and subjected the people living on its 
banks to theirrule. What resistance can Mohammed 
Achmed of Dongola, who dares to take the title of 
Mahdi, offer to the lions from the North? His 
power will be shattered, his city destroyed, his 
successor become a homeless fugitive, and his ashes 
be scattered to the four winds of heaven.” 

As he refers to the False Prophet who had over- 
thrown General Hicks, and who had allowed himself 
to become the tool of the most degraded slave-dealers, 
his voice vibrates with scorn. Then, with flashing . 
eyes and outstretched arm, he denounces the impostor 
of E] Obeid— 

“May the curse of Allah and the anger of the 
Prophet rest on the man who helps the hermit of 
Dongola! Hath he not distorted the truth, taken the 
wicked to his heart, sanctioned slavery, dragged the 
sacred title of Mahdi in the dirt, and postponed for 
years the triumph of the Faithful? Lo, the day of 
deliverance shall not come until the power of the false 
Mahdi has been overthrown.” 

As Senussi pauses, a great vulture swoops high over 
the courtyard and settles on the top of the outer wall, 
where it croaks hoarsely several times. It is so sig- 
nificant of evil, and so aptly portrays the character of 
the Dongola Mahdi, that a thrill of anger and disgust 
shakes the assembly. But the speaker pays no atten- 
tion to this bird of ill omen, for rousing himself from 
his short reverie he continues— 

“Be not downcast, O brethren, at the delay, for if 
you use it wisely it will add to your power when the 
great signal comes. Let every one of you, therefore, 
on returning to his home become a centre of justice 
and wisdom, ever showing the religion of the great 
Apostle in its best light, ever seeking to enrol mem- 
bers for the brotherhood ; courteous to the wayfaret 
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and the stranger, and thus endeavour to lead him 
into the true path; always silent and discreet in 
dealing with the infidels, yet ever planning to obtain 
from them the fullest information as to their secrets 
of manufacturing arms and ammunition, as well as 
their plans, such knowledge ever being sent hither with 
all speed. Nay, marvel not at these preparations, for 
without perfect organization and the complete com- 
mand of the best weapons, the hosts of the Faithful, 
even though moved by as strong a fire of faith as that 
which inspired the first followers of the great Prophet, 
cannot sweep all before them and plant the sacred 
green standard over the cross and empires of Chris- 
tendom. Behold the forces of the infidel !” 

During the latter portion of his speech Senussi has 
been gazing intently at the audience, meanwhile 
moving his outstretched hands slowly up and down. 
Then he turns and points to the darkening portico on 
his left. Unable to resist his overpowering will, every 
eye follows that outstretched arm. 

Ah! a strange faint mist is stealing round those 
white pillars and gradually hiding the polished walls. 
Then there slowly grows out of the haze a great 
green plain upon which a mighty mass of figures 
is moving. As these become more distinct they 
assume the form of an European army—and as God 
lives, they are British soldiers. Forgetting everything, 
I utter a cry of delight, and quivering with the hope 
of rescue I stretch my arms towards the realistic 
forms, and am about to force myself through the 
crowd, and thereby ensure my certain destruction, 
when I am forcibly restrained by my friends. 

Constrained now to satisfy myself with looking, I 
see the serried ranks of a great British army march 
past—solid battalions of smart, red-coated, quick- 
stepping infantry; well-mounted, glittering, stern- 
aced cohorts of cavalry; long, grim, many-horsed 
guns, with short, sturdy, watchful artillerymen ; and 
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all the latest terrible engines of war whereby civilized 
man can sweep barbarian hordes away like chaff 
before the wind. In orderly ranks, with many a 
swift charge and quick evolution, that host of men 
rolls past—moving together and acting like a huge 
machine. And as they look the fierce fanatics realize 
how powerless would be the old-time dash of the 
undisciplined Arabs, and how necessary it is that 
they shall adapt themselves to modern methods and 
arms. Yet so absorbed are they that no one voices 
his thoughts. 

But the scene fades and the dim indefinite mist 
fills the arches again, though only for a few brief 
moments. 

Presently a second picture grows upon the impalp- 
able screen. It is that of another plain, though this 
one is flanked by stately buildings, majestic columns 
and arches, with rows of noble trees. Ah, indeed, 
who once having seen the Champ de Mars of Paris 
can ever forget it? From nearly every window there 
flutters the French tricolour, while the roofs are 
covered with thousands of gaily-dressed, exultant 
citizens. The great square itself is filled with tens of 
thousands of French soldiers of every branch of the 
service, all of whom go through their evolutions with 
the greatest precision. It is a picture of the hydra- 
headed God of War on the eve of battle. The very 
air seems to palpitate with the throbbing of the drum 
and the clang of arms; every form breathes defiance 
to death, every hand is eager to snatch the laurel 
wreath of victory from the phantom hand of Fortune. 
It may perchance be a freak of my imagination, but 
in the bright blue sky above this glittering parade of 
civilized savagery there seems to be traced in shadowy 
outlines the words, “ Peace and goodwill to men.” 

But this scene also fades, and the convent assumes 
its normal appearance. Our eyes now turn eagerly to 
the commanding figure in the pulpit. 
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For a brief interval Senussi stands as though buried 
in profound thought. Then he cries— 

“May Allah sanctify all true believers who devote 
themselves to the cause of the Prophet! Go, there- 
fore, and let the thoughtful be wise and prepare. The 
vision of what you have seen this day is nothing com- 
pared with the might of the great infidel nations 
against whom the Faithful will have to stand. Be 
steadfast and gather all true believers into the fold, 
have faith and hope, pray and labour unceasingly, and 
by pursuing the arts of peace with diligence strengthen 
yourselves for the time of war. Then when the hour 
is ripe and the infidel nations are tearing each other 
to pieces to obtain the spoils of Africa, ye shall 
receive the signal to re-establish the empire of Allah 
and His Prophet the blessed Mohammed. Allah 
and the favour of the great Apostle rest on you.” 

As the great leader ceases speaking and stretches 
out his arms to bless the people, a tremor of delight 
sweeps over them, and their sighs of ecstasy sound like 
the rustling of the gentle breeze in the forest; but 
ere their joy can find louder expression, an attendant 
monk cries— 

“There is no Allah but Allah, and Mohammed is 
the Apostle of Allah,’ 


CHAPTER XVI 
THE ANGEL AZRAEL INTERVIEWS THE SHEIK 


“Lo, when the angel Azrael appeareth to a man, 
then are his days numbered, and his people shall 
know him no more.” 

Tampa and I looked at Selah Mohammed in sur- 
prise. Though greatly troubled at the loss of his 
daughter, he had latterly shown a cheerful courage, 
and expressed confidence in the power of Senussi to 
restore her. Why, therefore, should his dream of 
death fill us with such strange foreboding ? 

“Surely, O sheik, thou dost not value every idle 
thought which passes through a man’s brain when 
sleep is sitting on his eyelids?” I cried, in a tone of 
raillery altogether at variance with my presentiments. 
“Does a man dream of death when the desire of his 
heart is on the eve of fulfilment?” 

Ah, how vividly I can recall the sheik’s look of 
pained surprise, for I had unwittingly assailed the 
sanctity of dreams, a subject upon which all Arabs 
feel strongly. Concluding, however, that I had erred 
unintentionally, the reproof died on his lips, and he 
solemnly replied— 

“Knowest thou not, O Yuseef, that dreams come 
from Allah? When a man’s body is chained in slum- 
ber, and his will no longer rears its defiant head, then 
his soul emerges from its earthy casket, and flits to 
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and fro over the earth, gazes through the gates of 
Paradise, or perchance descends into the depths of 
hell. In dreams the dead come to life, long-forgotten 
voices sound, and mayjesties and mysteries before 
which the naked soul trembles, appear. Can the 
infidel scoffer tell whence dreams come, or why they 
trouble or rejoice the soul?” 

Constrained to silence by questions which admitted 
of no discussion I bent my head in self-reproach. 

“Behold, the angel Azrael strikes all men,O my 
father!” remarked Tampa, who, though greatly troubled 
at the sheik’s vision, nevertheless sought to remove 
the sombre impression. “ Did he tell thee when and 
where he would strike ?” 

“ Nay, the great Reaper doth not take note of time 
or place. When he toucheth the heart of a man, lo! 
life goeth we know not whither. Allah grant that my 
soul may taste the joys of Paradise!” 

“ Ameen! Ameen!” solemnly responded Tampa. 
Like all Mohammedans he meekly bowed to the 
inevitable, and would have met death with the calm 
remark, “ It is fate.” 

When I look back on the terrible events immedi- 
ately following this conversation, I ask myself if the 
soul, harried and blinded by premonitions, does not 
lead a man into situations and dangers he would 
otherwise avoid? It may be that with clearer vision 
and more subtle instincts than serve the fleshly body, 
it recognizes the most fitting time to be freed from its 
physical casket, and after warning the owner leads 
him into the arms of death. Whoso having arrived 
at middle age has not seen strange answers to this 
question ? 

This conversation took place on the day following 
the great meeting in the convent. Seated in the 
shadow of the house where we had taken up our 
abode, we were whiling away the hot mid-day eet 
though Tampa with all the enthusiasm of a sports- 


THE ANGEL INTERVIEWS THE SHEIK 267 


man was leisurely cleaning his long, richly-chased, and 
highly-prized Moorish musket, though he varied his 
duties by teaching his beautiful Tibbu wife the art of 
reading. Absorbed in her love for him, and eager to 
do him every credit when he returned to his home, 
she was laboriously endeavouring to achieve that 
highest point of Arabic education, to wit, the easy 
reading of the Koran. 

As she spelled out the crisp Arabic words, she fre- 
quently cast such adoring glances at her husband as 
only a woman inlove can. Poor girl! Attired in her 
striped silk robe, and with a hideous veil covering her ~ 
face, the graces of her splendid figure were completely 
lost. But she cared little for that so long as she 
could accompany her lord and master. 

“Nay, Bira,” interrupted Tampa, with an admoni- 
tory shake of the head, “thou must bow thy head 
and turn thy face towards Mecca when uttering the © 
name of the blessed Prophet, whose name shall be 
for ever glorified.” 

This was, however, a task of some difficulty, inas- 
much as in facing Mecca, Bira had to turn her back 
on Tampa, but quickly changing her position she 
contrived to keep him between her and the east, the 
sheik and I meanwhile watching this little by-play 
with amused interest. 

For a short time the polishing of the musket and 
the spelling of the Koran went on uninterruptedly. 
Then the attentive husband exclaimed— 

“ But thou dost look at me, Bira, when thou utterest 
the name of the holy Prophet. Dost thou not know 
that it is a sin, whilst pronouncing his sacred name, 
to let thy eyes and thoughts rest even upon the Faith- 
ful? Surely thou dost not wish to heap dirt on me, 
or prevent me enjoying the sweets of Paradise when 
the angel Azrael calls me hence!” 

The there suggestion that she might endanger the 
present or future happiness of her dear lord caused 
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the poor girl the deepest distress. Her form quivered, 
her eyes filled with tears, sobs burst from her breast, 
and entirely regardless of the consequences, she laid 
the Koran aside and threw herself sobbing into 
Tampa’s arms. 

As to the means he took to reassure her, the 
endearing words, and the caresses he showered on 
her, are they not common to lovers and the newly 
married all the world over? Yet though of supreme 
importance to the principal actors, they are terribly 
insipid to lookers-on. With something like a snort, 
therefore, the sheik interrupted the billing and cooing. 

“By the beard of the Prophet, Tampa, thy head 
will have grown white ere thou hast cleaned that 
weapon.” 

Awaking from their entrancing entertainment the 
love-sick pair fell to their tasks again—Tampa polish- 
ing with renewed vigour, and Bira stumbling through 
the curved and dotted characters of the Koran. 

“Turn the muzzle of the gun this way, for it seems 
somewhat crooked,” exclaimed the sheik with all the 
interest of a connoisseur. 

As Tampa turned the musket, he continued to 
polish the lock. 

The next instant there was a loud report and a 
stream of fire flashed from the muzzle. The next 
moment the sheik sank back with a loud groan, while 
Tampa, Bira, and I uttered exclamations of surprise 
and horror. 

As we raised the old man and tore aside his blood- 
stained robe, we saw to our unutterable grief that the 
charge had entered his breast, and that unless some- 
thing were immediately done to bind the wound his 
moments were short indeed. 

We were, however, interrupted in our frantic efforts 
by the sufferer saying— 

“Nay, trouble not yourselves, my children. Are 
we not shadows flitting through the eternal sunshine, 
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leaving no trace on the morrow whence we come or 
whither we go? There is no Allah but Allah, and 
Mohammed is Allah’s Apostle.” 

As the old man uttered this solemn prayer Tampa, 
who had been paralyzed with horror, now realized the 
terrible misfortune, for raising his arms above his head, 
and looking up with an expression of agony on his 
noble face, he cried in tones of the most profound 
erief— 

“Accursed of Allah that I am, have I not slain 
my father? Alas for me! Alas for me! I am 
undone, and I may never enter Paradise with the blood 
of my father on my hands.” 

Sinking on his knees and bending his face to the 
earth, the poor fellow sobbed as though his heart 
would break. 

“Condemn not thyself, my son, for thou art 
innocent,” panted the sheik. Though I had roughly 
bandaged the wound, it was evidently bleeding 
internally, and I could see that he was sinking rapidly. 
His head reposed in the lap of the weeping Bira, 
who was smoothing his fevered brow with her loving 
hand, a tribute of affection which apparently afforded 
him considerable satisfaction. 

“ Arise, my son, that I may bless thee ere the sands 
of life have run their course,” he murmured. 

As Tampa knelt before the dying man a shadow 
darkened the doorway, and a monk, apparently from 
the convent, entered and stood sympathetically on one 
side while the sheik besought the blessing of the Most 
High and the favour of the Prophet for hisson. Then 
the sufferer closed his eyes for a short time, as if the 
effort had completely exhausted him. On opening 
them again, however, he looked at the strange monk, 
whose face was completely hidden by his cowl, and 
Said in a half-whisper— 

“ Thanks be to Allah thou art come, O Senussi, my 
master! May the Almighty shower His blessings upon 
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thee, and cause all true believers to gather round thy 
standard, for thou art indeed the Mahdi !” 

It was indeed the great sheik of Jarabub. He had 
now thrown his hood back and showed the familiar 
features of our old friend Abu Bekr. Kneeling beside 
the dying man he said in response to the whispered 
appeal of Bira, though his voice trembled— 

“ His fate is in the hands of the Supreme One. 
Alas! how much would I give to save him, or even to 
prolong his life until he could see his beloved daughter ! 
But, alas! my power stops at the threshold of death.” 

The mention of his darling child seemed to make 
the speeding soul pause on the threshold of eternity, 
for he gasped as a smile of rapture illumined his face— 

“Ah—my—darling—Atika—thou—art—then—safe 
—come. Thou—must—marry . a 

How eagerly did we seek to catch the name the 
dying lips tried to frame! But we were doomed to 
disappointment, for the noble head fell back, the death- 
rattle sounded in his throat, and his spirit fled. Then 
Tampa arose and rent his robe and scattered sand 
over his head, meanwhile crying— 

“Alas for thee,O my father! Whoso brave in fight 
or so wise in council] as thou? and now thou art laid 
low! There is no strength or power save in Allah. 
To Him we belong, and to Him must we return. The 
Almighty have mercy on thee.” 

While we were thus bowed with affliction Senussi 
had been offering up a silent prayer for the dead. 
Then drawing his cowl over his head he departed as 
silently as he had entered. 

The events of this and the following day linger in 
my memory like a sad dream. In a short time the 
house was surrounded by a crowd of mourners who 
shook their small tambourines as they chanted, “ Alas 
forhim! Alas for him!” After them came the washers 
of the dead with their elaborate ceremonies. __ 

Next day we laid the body of the great-hearted 
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sheik to rest in the quiet burial-ground, under some 
nodding palms. The funeral ceremonies were strangely 
unlike those in vogue in Europe. Six poor blind men 
headed the procession incessantly chanting, “ There 
is no Allah but Allah. Mohammed is Allah’s Apostle. 
Allah smile on him and favour him.” Next followed 
Tampa and Bira and I, with a number of monks from 
the convent, each bearing a small flag and chanting 
the sixth chapter of the Koran, Senussi being amongst 
the company, though this fact was unknown save 
to Tampa and I. 

Why need I describe the lengthy ceremonies at 
the tomb—the placing of the body on its right side 
with its face towards Mecca; the throwing of a little 
earth on the corpse; the funeral address of an elder 
of the mosque, and the closing of the mouth of the 
vaultg As we sorrowfully departed we saw the in- 
structor of the dead take his seat at the mouth of the 
tomb and begin the chant which had to be incessantly 
repeated all night for the comfort and release of the 
imprisoned soul— 

“O Faithful of Allah! O son of the servant of 
Allah! Knowest thou not that during this night, 
whilst thy soul is still chained to the body, there will 
come down to thee two angels commissioned by Allah 
respecting thee and such as thee? When they say to 
thee, ‘Who is thy Lord?’ thou shalt say, ‘ Allah is 
my Lord;’ and when they also question thee concern- 
ing the Prophet or the man who hath been sent unto 
thee, thou shalt reply, ‘Mohammed is the servant of 
Allah.” When they also ask thee concerning thy 
religion thou shalt say, ‘E] Islam is my religion ;’ or 
question thee respecting the book of thy direction 
thou shalt say, ‘The Koran is the book of my direction, 
and the Mussulmen are my brethren.’ Thou shalt also 
say,‘ The Kabeh is my Kibleh. I have lived and died 
in the faith that there is no Allah but Allah, and 
Mohammed is the Prophet of Allah” Then will they 
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pronounce the glad words, ‘Sleep, O servant of Allah, 
in the favour of Allah.’” 

For six days after the death of my noble protector 
the mourning and wailing was continued, until our 
hearts became sad beyond description, and the glory © 
and beauty of life seemed to have changed into 
sombre sorrow. Alas! who can say how much a man 
loses when a noble soul wherein he has found love 
and strength, the sweetest charity and the greatest 
sympathy, is snatched from his side? Like a man 
suddenly stricken blind, he stretches out his hands in 
an unutterable desire for light and help. Does the 
heart, like a well-battered steel breastplate, for ever 
bear the impress of the fierce blows inflicted upon it 
during its pilgrimage through life? God grant that 
the angels of mercy may pour their healing balm into 
the deep wounds which escape the ken of man! 

During these sad days no echocame from the great 
convent. Apparently Senussi neither saw, heard, nor 
felt our sorrow. 

On the morning of the seventh day, however, the 
melancholy booming of the great elephant-horn once 
more roused the colony to wonder and excitement. 
Again the people gathered in front of the great gate, 
but this time it was thrown open to all—an unusual 
event which roused anticipation to fever heat and 
caused a low throbbing hum to vibrate through the 
great mosque. On rising from our prostrations we 
saw that Senussi again occupied the pulpit. Although 
he appeared outwardly calm, and his voice was as 
steady as on the last public occasion, there was an 
unwonted glitter in his eye, a slight tightening of the 
lips, a faint quiver of the nostrils, and a nameless 
something which told Tampa and I that the mysterious 
chief was greatly excited. Suddenly lifting his hands 
above his head he cried— 

“ Allah is most great. I testify there is no Allah 
but Allah.” 
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“ Allah is most great,” responded the multitude. 

Waiting until the solemn echoes had died away, 
Senussi continued— 

“Tn the name of the Omnipotent, O my brethren, 
do not the Faithful long and strive for the day when 
the power of the true believers shall be firmly estab+ 
lished, and when even those living in the uttermost 
parts of the earth shall point ye out and admiringly 
tell each other, ‘He is of the true faith, and has done 
much to revive the power of El Islam’? Are not the 
rewards of the Faithful who live and die to extend it 
more glorious than thoughts can conceive or words 
describe? Assuredly the pleasures of hope, the sweet 
consolations of a righteous life, and the delectable 
pleasures of Paradise are his!” 

“OQ Apostle of Allah! blessing and peace be on 
thee, O first of the creatures of Allah! Our hearts 
have longed and our eyes sought in vain for the long- 
promised Mahdi. Butnowwe behold him. Extolled 
be the Everlasting! There is none like Allah the 
Bountiful. Ameen! Ameen! O, the Mahdi, the 
Mahdi!” cried the people in a rapturous volume which 
swept through the cloistered aisles and startled the 
wondering shepherds reclining near the distant wells. 

Senussi stretched out his hand again to command 
silence, and every voice was stilled. 

“ But if such are the rewards of the righteous, what 
shall be the punishment of the traitor?” 

“Death! death!” responded the multitude with 
such a roar of anger as seemed to shake the sacred 
building to its foundation. 

“In the name of Allah the Avenger, come forth, 
O enemy of El Islam, and meet the judgment of the 
Faithful,” cried the terrible chief, as with stern face, 
fiery eyes, and compressed lips he pointed to the 
great doorway. Involuntarily we all turned and 
looked in that direction. 


How long we stood spell-bound I know not, for 


274 THE GREAT MAGICIAN 


every second seemed hours long, and the silence 
was so profound that one could hear one’s heart 
beat. 

At last a figure appeared in the doorway, paused 
a moment, then crept forward, and seemed to be lost 
in the crowd, though the people shrank back from it 
as from one just risen from the grave, thereby leaving 
a clear pathway for it. 

When the new-comer had advanced about twenty 
paces through the living lane, Tampa and I for the 
first time caught a full view of his face. 

By the Eternal Father, it was Mahrakee! 

Some surprises are so profound as to suggest mad- 
ness, and prompt even the most prosaic to ask if 
his disordered brain is not playing some fantastic 
trick on him. It was thus with me. The universe 
appeared to be coming to an end. 

hen I had somewhat recovered my senses and 
could take note of my surroundings, the villain had 
come to a standstill half-a-dozen paces from me, and 
I could thus look closely at him. 

I have seen the distorted faces of men slain in 
battle, or who have died by violence, pestilence, 
and famine, but never saw I such agony as was 
stamped on this man’s features. The face was that 
of the living dead. Perchance a guilty soul appearing 
before its Creator, and anticipating its terrible doom, 
might look like this, but for a man who had once 
been a prattling child, whose voice had rung with 
merry laughter and whose eyes had reflected innocence, 
to breathe agony from every pore, to show such name- 
less fear in his starting eyes, and whose black wiry 
hair twisted and quivered like a myriad tiny snakes— 
this was such an awful picture as to chill even the 
bravest warrior and send a quiver of superstitious fear 
through the assembly. 

“What dost thou here, O Mahrakee?” rang out 
Senussi’s commanding voice. 
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Save the cry of a hungry vulture, no sound broke 
the silence. 

“What dost thou here, O Mahrakee?” again came 
the imperative voice of Senussi. 

“I come, O great Mahdi, at thy command,” 
responded the miserable man, but his tones were so 
hollow and unnatural that all shuddered who heard 
them. 

“Whence comest thou?” 

“From Tirsa, amid the Black Mountains,’ the 
miscreant gasped, as though every word meant the 
loss of a limb or an eye. 

“Whither wert thou going?” continued the implac- 
able chief. 

For a moment the man paused, as though, like a 
wounded serpent, he had sufficiently recovered his 
strength to turn on his assailant. But he struggled 
in vain. At last the words appeared to be forced 
from his lips— 

“To Algeria.” 

“For what purpose?” 

There was another pause during which the man 
trembled excessively and clenched his teeth, even 
covering his mouth with his hands as though to 
restrain his rebellious tongue. But the eye of Se- 
nussi gleamed, the hands dropped, and the words 
came— 

“To see the French Governor.” 

A gasp of horror rose from the people, followed a 
moment later by murmurs of rage. Then the mass 
surged forward intending to tear the villain in pieces. 
But the voice of Senussi rang above the growing 
tumult. 

“Peace! Let no man touch him.” 

Fixing his piercing eyes upon the trembling villain 
he continued— 

“What didst thou want with the accursed Governor 
of the infidel French?” 
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In his horror and agony Mahrakee was frothing 
at the mouth, while his face twitched convulsively. 
His voice now sank to a hoarse whisper, but one so 
penetrating and so charged with the torments of the 
damned as to make the assembly shudder. It seemed 
as though it were not the conscious man that spake, 
but some malignant fiend imprisoned within him. 

“ To tell him the secrets of the Senussi brotherhood. 
To disclose the passwords and plans, with the place 
where the arms and ammunition are stored, and to 
guide their troops to Jarabub.” 

“Ah!” The sigh of the people was like the first 
blast of a destructive tornado. In another moment 
they would have cast themselves upon the miscreant. 
But Senussi anticipated them. 

“Whoso layeth a finger upon the man shall surely 
be accursed.” 

That command, and that alone, could restrain 
them. With fierce wild eyes and gnashing teeth 
they paused. And yet not a man amongst them but 
would have given more than half his earthly posses- 
sions in order to strangle the undone villain. 

“ Thou traitorous dog,” cried Senussi, in a voice so 
charged with anger as to send a thrill of fear through 
the excited assembly. ‘“Thinkest thou that thy evil 
thoughts, thy base designs, and treacherous acts have 
been hidden from me? But thy sins have found thee 
out. Didst thou not sell thyself to the false Mahdi 
of Dongola, and assist to build up his power? Hast 
thou not also sought to encompass the destruction of 
the Faithful, and robbed the orphan and afflicted the 
fatherless? The great power I conferred on thee as 
the Vekil of Jelfa thou hast used for thine own selfish 
ends, and then sought to crown thy infamy by hasten- 
ing to deliver up to the hated infidel the new cradle 
of the Faithful.” 

As the great sheik paused in his terrible impeach- 
ment, one of the few feathered songsters found in the 
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oasis perched on one of the praying towers, and 
chattered and chaffered as though in joyous mockery 
of the tragedy below. 

“In thy folly,” continued the Mahdi, in a deep, 
solemn voice, as though he were pronouncing sen- 
tence of death, “thou didst seek to ¢scape me. Thou 
fool! Hadst thou been seated in the chair of the 
Christian Governor, and the hosts of France had 
encircled thee, I could have found thee out and 
executed judgment upon thee. When thou didst 
attempt to impose thyself upon the kidnapped 
maiden, I stood over thee and restrained thee, even 
when thou didst stab Zeruda, who fled with thee 
from the harem of the Sultan of Wadai. When she 
sought to protect the innocent maiden from thy evil 
hands, mine was the voice which sounded in thine 
ear, and said, ‘Allah the Avenger will requite this 
blood at thy hands.’ Even then thou didst endea- 
vour to carry out thy wicked purpose, yet thrice I 
touched thy forehead with my hand and drove thee 
back screaming with terror and pain, until thou wert 
afraid to approach the maiden again. And when 
thou didst persist in hurrying to Algeria, lo! I willed 
that thou shouldst come to Jarabub to hear thy 
sentence from the assembly of the Faithful. What 
has it profited thee to set thy rebellious will against 
me?” 

While the strange leader paused, as though to give 
greater emphasis to his final words, the miserable 
wretch writhed in unutterable agony, and his face 
was as that of a dead leper. He strove to speak, 
but his tongue clove to the roof of his mouth, yet 
his jaws worked in response to the mandate of his 
maddened brain. But unmindful of this abject terror 
Senussi continued— 

“But the assembly of the Faithful have decreed 
that thou shalt die. Accursed be thy soul, for it 
shall sink to the lowest hell reserved for the worst 
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of spirits; accursed be thy body, for the vultures 
shall tear it. Thus shalt thou DIE.” 

As he uttered the last word with terrible emphasis, 
he darted his pointed fingers towards Mahrakee, and 
flashed a fiery look from those marvellous eyes, as 
though he were concentrating his soul on the man. 

Incredible as it may seem, the life of the cowering 
villain fled at this command. With a loud cry of 
indescribable agony, he placed his hand on his fore- 
head as a man will who has been stricken by a 
thunderbolt, and swaying to and fro for a moment, 
fell heavily to the ground. 

Paralyzed with horror at the miscreant’s fate, and 
overcome with superstitious awe at such a marvellous 
exhibition of Senussi’s power, we could only stare 
helplessly at the prostrate figure. It was evident to 
all that Mahrakee was dead. Then some one made 
a movement forward as though to raise the body, but 
loud and stern the great sheik’s voice rang out— 

“Touch not the accursed thing.” 

A moment later one of the elder monks cried— 

“ Praises are to Allah, and prayers and good works, 
Peace be on thee, O Prophet, and the favour of Allah 
and His blessings! Peace be on us all, and on the 
righteous worshippers of Allah! I testify there is no 
Allah but Allah, and I also testify that Mohammed 
is His Prophet. Peace be on ye, and the mercy of 
Allah!” 

Wild-eyed, solemn, silent, and overshadowed by a 
reverential fear, the great crowd filed out of the 
mosque and into the bright sunlit streets, past the 
stately ruins, through the dourra fields and the sweet- 
scented groves, to their varied homes, there to reflect 
in wonder and awe upon the mighty figure, whose 
colossal shadow seemed to cover half the world. 

But anxieties for the living more than astonish- 
ment for the recent dead weighed heavily upon 
Tampa and I. Where was Atika? Had she been 
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sold by her kidnapper to some wealthy Moor? Per- 
chance she had been deserted by the reluctant villain 
during that long journey to Jarabub. Or had she 
been dragged forward with him, and was she now 
imprisoned in the great convent? Tampa inclined 
to the first-mentioned impression, whereas I, with the 
subtle instinct of a lover, felt convinced that she was 
safe in Senussi’s keeping. 

Suffering the greatest mental torture, unable to 
rest, sleep, or eat; imagining a thousand evils to my 
beloved ; and oh! agonizing torture, picturing her a 
willing inmate of Senussi’s harem, I wandered round 
and round the great convent, my eyes seeking to 
pierce those thick walls, sometimes in my torture 
bruising my hands against them, as I madly. sought 
to tear them down; crying loudly in the silent 
watches of the night for my lost love, and my soul 
alternately rent by hopes and fears, I was regarded 
as demented by those living immediately outside the 
convent, but, with the reverence and fear invariably 
shown by Mohammedans to the mentally afflicted, 
no one molested or attempted to restrain me, and 
even my sorrowful friend Tampa and his sympathetic 
wife ceased endeavouring to persuade me to return to 
my quarters. Possibly I was mad. But if so, it was 
the madness of love, whereby the mental powers are 
quickened, the senses rendered more acute, and the 
heart confounds the impossible. 

On the third midnight, while standing in front of 
the great gate of the convent and looking at it with 
ronging eyes, a voice sounded from the top of the 
wall— 

“Art thou Yuseef, of the household of the dead 
Selah Mohammed ?” 

“ Thou sayest truly,” was my eager response. 

“Lo, Senussi the Mahdi hath heard thy lamenta- 
tion, and hath taken compassion on thee. Enter.” 

To my unbounded joy the great gate swung open. 
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Unable to realize my good fortune I paused irreso- 
lute, whereupon a dim figure appeared in the open- 
ing, and said— 

“Enter, my son, and fear not.” 

Recovering from my surprise I sprang eagerly for- 
ward, when the monk turned, and without a word led 
me forward. Though the night was dark and the 
shadows heavy, he proceeded without hesitation, 
leaving me to stumble after him as best I could. 
Pausing at length to grasp my hand, he drew me 
down what appeared to be a long corridor. Then he 
suddenly stopped, and gave three knocks on a door. 
On this being opened, I found myself alone in a 
large, plainly-furnished room, dimly lighted by an 
oil-lamp suspended from the ceiling. 

After waiting several minutes I was accosted by an 
aged monk, who emerged from an inner apartment. 
Salaaming profoundly, he said— 

“ Allah be with thee, my son, and the favour of His 
Apostle! Come, the great sheik, Sidi Senussi, awaits 
thee.” 

After traversing several rooms, all the quarters of 
the monks and the tutors of the two thousand young 
students, who I afterwards found occupied the oppo- 
site wing of the convent, I was at last ushered into 
a large, well-lighted, somewhat luxuriously-furnished 
apartment. Here my guide took his departure with 
a solemn “ Peace be with thee!” 

Though lacking the stiff and uninviting furniture 
which too often disfigures European residences, this 
chamber bore many evidences of an artistic and 
cultivated taste. There were several divans, a couple 
of beautifully carved octagonal tables, such as are 
used by Egyptians during their meals, numerous 
cushions, and a costly carpet of Persian manufacture. 
The walls were completely covered with heavy violet- 
coloured plush curtains descending in heavy folds to 
the floor. On a small brazier at one end there burned 
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some scented wood, and this diffused a grateful per- 
fume throughout the apartment. Knowing, of course, 
that Mohammedans are forbidden to possess paint- 
ings and statuary, I was not surprised to find an 
entire absence of works of art. On the other hand, 
it was abundantly evident that the occupant found 
pleasure in music, for on one of the tables was a 
violin, the white dust under the strings showing that 
it had been recently used, and near it a silver- 
mounted oboe. Several scientific works, too, in 
different European languages were piled in one 
corner of the room. 

Naturally enough these evidences of Western cul- 
ture, so different to the primitive instruments and 
literature of the Egyptians and the African ‘Arabs, 
surprised me, and I fell to wondering as to what kind 
of a man this Senussi could be, who, though an Arab 
of the Arabs, had apparently European accomplish- 
ments of a very high order. Were his powers then 
unlimited? Was his knowledge universal? Was he, 
in fact, an enlarged Eastern Admirable Crichton ? 

“Nay, O Yuseef. My powers are circumscribed, and 
my knowledge is like a grain of sand in the desert.” 

Turning sharply, for these words were uttered in 
excellent English, I found myself face to face with 
Senussi. 


CHAPTER XVII 
BY RIGHT OF CONQUEST 


“ HAST thou then found the red thread, Yuseef? ” 

“The red thread! What meanest thou?” I ex- 
claimed in stammering accents, and I looked at 
Senussi in surprise, and with more fear than I had 
hitherto experienced. Yet there was nothing in the 
man’s appearance or manner to occasion the slightest 
alarm. His full blue eyes shone as kindly as when I 
first gazed into them months before, his voice was re- 
assuring and sympathetic, and his bearing manly and 
dignified. 

“ Knowest thou not, O Englishman, that in every 
rope, however thin, spun for the British navy, there 
runs a single thread of red, but so deftly is it twisted 
that it can neither be seen nor taken out until the 
strand is torn asunder? Thus do the monarchs of all- 
conquering Britain claim their own.” 

Now silence is a cloak which the most ignorant can 
always wear with advantage. Yet it availed me little, 
for my companion read my thoughts like a book. 

“Nay, be not dismayed that thou dost not know 
everything,” he continued, with a deprecatory wave of 
his hand, like one conscious of his own limited powers, 
“Even though one man possessed all the knowled 
and wisdom embraced by a myriad minds he wot d 
still be lamentably ignorant not only of the material 
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world, but of the greater invisible world palpitating 
around him. Can man see God and live?” He had 
continued to speak in English, his mastery of which 
seemed wonderful. 

For a short time he remained silent as though rapt 
in thought, while a look of sadness settled on his face, 
ane a sigh like that from a troubled heart escaped his 
ips. 

“And yet I need not speak in parables to thee, 
Yuseef,” he exclaimed, as he awoke from his reverie ; 
“for thou art a man of understanding, and parables 
are the leading-strings for childish minds. Hast thou 
seen the red thread of British policy running through 
the thick rope which the Faithful are spinning for 
their deliverance P ” , 

“ Nay, O sheik,” I responded sadly, for the mention 
of my native land recalled visions of happiness and 
glory and comfort which would never be mine again. 
And yet I could not restrain a thrill of pride as I 
reflected that she should occasion such alarm to this 
great leader and his people. “Though Britain is 
powerful and her all-conquering arms came nigh thee 
when she embraced Egypt, yet she knows how to 
treat the followers of Mohammed well, for does she 
not govern millions in India and elsewhere? Why 
should she therefore assail thee ?” 

“Thou sayest well,O Yuseef! And yet the shadow 
of that mighty power often falls upon me, and 
prompts me to ask, when will the day of deliverance 
dawn—when will the Faithful shake off the yoke of 
the mightiest nations of Europe? Plotting and 
scheming, waiting and watching, hoping and praying, 
teaching and drilling—I feel, when my soul turns and 
looks in upon itself and then out upon the great world, 
like an ant seeking to undermine a mountain. Never- 
theless the ants have tunnelled for a thousand square 
miles in the most fertile lands of Africa, and have 
raised up a countless host of hills, transformed nature, 
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made a glorious garden of desert regions, and con- 

quered the monarchs of the forest. Thus after long 

labour and preparation will the hosts of the Faithful 

drive back the armies of Christendom into the frozen 

North. Verily, though time is fleeting, hope and faith 

can inspire the arm of courage to world-shaking 
eed Ss 29 


As I heard this great-souled patriot, apparently 
oblivious of my presence, thus voice his hopes and 
longings for a mighty Mohammedan empire, I began 
to realize how weak is the strongest man in the hands of 
destiny. The silent snowflakes of Russia overwhelmed 
the first Napoleon, the fierce north wind scattered 
the Great Armada and shattered the power of Spain, 
and the cackling of geese saved the Eternal City. 
What was the canker which gnawed at the heart of 
the great leader who now seemed to tower above me 
like a cedar over a sapling ? 

And yet! even the greatest man is a little man 
after all. Though one-half the world may grovel at 
his feet, and myriads rush to destruction at his word, 
he cannot command the homage of nature, annihilate 
space or time, or prolong his life a second beyond his 
allotted span. 

“ Alas, O Englishman!” Senussi exclaimed, after 
looking at me attentively, “though fate may place 
a man on the top of a mountain and thereby enable 
him to see farther than his fellows, it robs him of 
many of the advantages of those who live in the 
valley. The winds of envy, hatred, and malice blow 
strongly upon him; the chilling frosts of power 
destroy the flowers of hope and love; and even the 
bright sunlight only enables him to more clearly 
perceive his own littleness, while the darkness over- 
se va him with the terrors of the unknown and the 
in n +} | 

While my companion was thus laying his soul bare, 
I felt that he was exerting some tremendous influence 
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over me. My eyes appeared to dilate, strange fancies 
possessed my brain, my will-power seemed to be 
weakening, and a drowsy feeling began to steal over 
me. Amid it all I was haunted by a strange fear— 
what would become of me if this terrible man obtained 
complete control over me, or what mad act might I 
not be prompted to commit? And yet, despite my 
fears, I verily believe I should have succumbed but 
for the fact that some angel whispered the name of 
Atika into the ears of my weakening soul, and 
prompted it to resist. Suddenly closing my eyes in 
order to escape those fiery magnetic orbs, I stamped 
my foot and cried— 

“Man or devil, why dost thou seek to throw thy 
hellish spell over me?” 

His answer sounded like a faint whisper. 

“Fool! Dost thou think that thy puny will can 
resist me? Lie there until I bid thee rise.” 

With a couple of passes he subdued my will, and 
rendered me incapable of resistance. The fact, how- 
ever, that I had opposed him had minimized his influ- 
ence, for though I could neither move nor speak, I was 
still conscious of all that passed around, and could even 
watch his movements through my half-closed eyes, 
though he was, I am certain, under the belief that he 
had rendered me thoroughly unconscious. 

Presently, however, he motioned to a pile of 
cushions in a dark corner of the room and ordered 
me to lie thereon. Here I was soon hidden so com- 
pletely that any one entering the apartment could not 
see me. Probably Senussi had no desire that the 
monks should examine me too closely, for the dis- 
covery of the fact that I was a hated European would 
not only make my death certain, but would also be 
extremely. embarrassing to the Mahdi himself. Ap- 
parently satisfied as to my insensibility he stood over 
me for a few seconds. Then he betook himself to 
the divan on the opposite side of the rooth, where he 
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sat in silence for some time. At last he exclaimed 
with an anxious sigh— 

“TI await thy coming, O Atika, with a trembling 
heart. Allah, help me to resist the temptation !” 

Merciful Heaven! Then the sweet girl was indeed 
an inmate of the convent, and might enter the apart- 
ment at any moment. Though I was as powerless as 
a swathed mummy, my heart beat as if 1t would break, 
and my brain seemed to be on fire. Atika here with- 
in the sound of my voice, and probably only separated 
from me by a thin wall, and yet as oblivious of my 
presence as though I were a thousand miles away! 
Atika perchance weighed down with sorrow and 
anxiety ; afflicted by the past and dreading the 
future ; longing and hoping for the help which never 
came. And yet—oh horror! it might be that she 
loved this man, and was longing to look into his eyes 
and hear his voice declare a passion which should 
transport her into the cloudlands of rapture. 

God help the powerless wretch whose soul is torn 
by conflicting passion, hopes, and despair ! 

Presently the heavy curtain over one of the door- 
ways was drawn aside and a figure entered as noise- 
lessly as a shadow. For a moment the stranger 
paused as if in surprise and alarm, and then advanced 
to the centre of the apartment where the light fell full 
upon her face. 

By the Compassionate God—it was Atika ! 

And yet how changed the poor girl was! Her face 
was so white and transparent that she scarcely seemed 
to be of this world. Large dark rings surrounded 
her eyes ; her breast heaved with emotion, and she 
clasped her hands and looked tremblingly round as 
though suffering from nervous tension. 

“Ts it well with thee, O maiden?” said Senussi, 
coming forward and bowing low. 

“ Alas, O sheik, why dost thou mock me? Does 
the hunted fawn delight in the chase, or the imprisoned 
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bird love its cage ?” she responded in a voice charged 
with such sadness that it vibrated on my every nerve 
and made my heart stand still. 

“Thou sayest truly,” the sheik murmured in a more 
sympathetic tone than I had ever heard him use 
before. “ Liberty is the breath of life. A free beggar 
is better than an imprisoned king. But surely now 
thou hast been rescued from thine enemy and found 
refuge in this convent where all long to serve thee, 
thou canst have no cause for sadness or regret. Are 
not all thy wants acceded to ?” 

‘‘Thou sayest truly, O sheik. If food and shelter, 
rich robes and idleness, comfort and security, make 
up the lot of life, then I should be happy.” 

“Then what does thy heart long for?” cried her 
questioner, in anxious tones, meanwhile looking at 
her in such a manner as to indicate that she had only 
to ask and have. 

“Surely Senussi knows that we are not like the 
beasts of the field—happy so long as each bodily 
want is supplied. What matters the rich banquet, 
the costly apparel, or the jewel-decked palace to the 
sad heart? They are all dross compared to love. 
Ah, how I long to be with those I love!” and Atika 
sighed. 

“With those thou dost love,” repeated the sheik in 
a hollow voice, as though the girl’s remark had struck 
his heart a heavy blow. “Of whom dost thou 
speak ?” 

“Am I a stone,” she exclaimed, turning indig- 
nantly, “that I should not love Selah Mohammed, 
my father, and Tampa Achmed, my brother?” 

With something like a pang I noticed that she 
omitted my name. Yet reflection should have shown 
that she could not have mentioned me. Thus does 
love ever addle the brains of young and old. 

“Ah!” exclaimed the sheik, with a sigh which 
filled me with joy, inasmuch as it told me that he, 
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like myself, was uncertain as to the possessor of 
Atika’s heart. 

“Dost thou then love no one but thy father and 
thy brother?” he said presently. “Hast thou never 
gazed into the eyes of the man thou wouldst delight 
to call thy lord ?” 

As he looked at her searchingly the colour flamed 
into her face and her eyes flashed, but restraining 
herself she replied with a light laugh— 

“Nay, are there not the friends of my childhood 
and those with whom one comes in contact day by 
day? She must be poor indeed who has no one to 
love save her relatives.” 

This evasive answer only seemed to fan Senussi’s 
excitement. Stepping forward and seizing Atika’s 
little hand, he cried in a voice quivering with 
emotion— 

“ Art thou blind, O maiden, that thou dost not see 
that my soul is rent in twain for love of thee? From 
the day when I first saw thee I have known no rest or 
peace, for thy image has filled my heart, and thy 
sweet voice for ever rings in my ears. In the silence 
of the night when I have gazed into the starry 
heavens, lo! thy form was outlined there, and I have 
seen it like a beacon light amidst the most profound 
darkness. It has been shadowed in the desert, it has 
swayed with the nodding palms, it has laughed at me 
from the bright-lipped flower, and been reflected in 
the wells of the oasis. When the roar of thousands 
has rent the air it was overborne by the still small 
voice within my heart whispering, ‘ Atika, Atika!’ 
In thee, O blossom of Paradise, I have found my life, 
my soul, my heaven. Oh, say that thou dost love me 
and I shall live.” 

Sinking upon his knees he looked up into her 
face with all-absorbing passion convulsing every 
feature. 

Did ever an unfortunate wretch suffer such tortures 
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as I while the sheik was confessing his lover My 
soul writhed in agony; my body quivered ; my veins 
seemed to be filled with molten lead ; my heart beat 
a drum-like tattoo. Gods, I would have willingly 
consented to die the next hour could I but have been 
able to leap to my feet, and by announcing my 
presence have prevented the fatal affirmation which I 
felt certain trembled on Atika’s lips. Butno! There 
I lay as helpless as a log—compelled to hear my 
powerful rival wooing the woman I loved better than 
life. 

But in matters of love as in ordinary affairs it takes 
two to make a bargain. 

For a few seconds Atika stood as though. over- 
whelmed with surprise. Recovering her composure, 
however, she snatched her hand away, and starting 
back with alarm cried— 

“What hast thou to do with love, El Senussi ? 
Do not the Faithful regard thee as the true Mahdi, and 
long for the day when thou shalt give the signal 
calling all true believers to thy standard? Knowest 
thou not that the blood of the hated French flows in 
my veins, and that thou above all followers of the 
great Prophet canst have no communion with the 
accursed Christians ?” 

Well might the pleading Arab look at the brave 
girl with admiration. The people he awed by his 
marvellous power had never faced him like this. 
Never before had he crossed swords with a free 
woman's wit, for the females of his harem were passive 
and obedient, and stood too much in awe of him to 
do more than stammer in his presence. 

“Alas, O Atika!” he responded sorrowfully, 
“knowest thou not that the greater the man the more 
may his soul-be consumed by the fire of love? How 
can the sordid wretch grovelling in the mud for gold, 
or sneering at evetything from the white robe of 
innocence to the purple mantle of power, respond to 
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the touch of the divine flame? What are wealth and 
power, wisdom and understanding, homage and fame 
if thy love is denied me? With it I shall be the richest 
of men; without it poorer than the most ragged 
slave. Ah, how gladly would I cast everything aside 
and become a homeless wanderer if I could thereby 
win thy love! Search thy heart, O gentle maiden, 
and see if thou canst not indeed call me lord.” 

The strong man of wisdom sank on his knees, and 
with bent head, as humble as the most suppliant 
beggar, waited for the fair girl’s answer. Little wonder 
that her gentle heart was touched with divine charity, 
or that she hesitated to give the reply which she 
knew would plunge him into eternal grief. At last, 
placing her hand upon his uncovered head, she said in 
a voice so charged with sympathy that it seemed to 
my fevered imagination like that of an angel lamenting 
over the misfortunes of humanity— 

“ Canst thou control the wind, direct the sandstorm, 
or grasp a sunbeam, O Senussi? And yet, how much 
more difficult is it to command a woman’s heart! 
Thou art, I know, great, and worthy the devotion of 
the Faithful, but I do not love thee. Nay, ask me 
not why. I cannot control my heart as I can my 
hands or the opening or shutting of my eyes. If thou 
canst tell me the why and wherefore of a woman’s 
heart then thou art indeed the wisest of men. But 
love thee I cannot.” 

How differently did those pregnant words fall upon 
the hearts of the two listeners! While I was over- 
joyed and all but suffocated with pleasure, Senussi 
knelt at the fair girl’s feet as though turned to stone. 
God knows what his thoughts were, but that he was 
engaged in a terrible struggle with himself was evident 
by the fact that he trembled excessively and clenched 
his hands as if in the greatest agony. Then by a 
supreme effort he controlled himself, and rising 
turned to the outspoken girl, a 
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Never have I seen a face whereon conflicting 
passions worked so strongly as on his. Nor was this 
surprising, for if anything can rouse the evil in a man 
it is his rejection by the woman he loves, and his 
must indeed be a noble soul which can emerge from 
such a consuming furnace greater, stronger, purer. 
Senussi’s face had now changed to a deathly hue ; his 
lips were tightened with suppressed agony; his teeth 
were clenched ; and his eyes at one moment flamed 
with anger and anon faded into a look of the greatest 
sorrow. All this proclaimed that the man had been 
stricken to the heart, and that the glory and attractive- 
ness of life had passed for him. But to me all these 
things were like fleeting shadows, for what aspiring 
lover ever yet deplored the discomfiture of his rival in 
love ? 

“ Allah grant me strength to bear this blow!” he 
moaned, as he placed his hand upon his forehead as if 
to still the throbbing brain. 

“O Senussi, thou hast indeed a great soul, and 
wilt rise above the loss of so poor a love as mine! 
The great purpose of thy life and the cause of the 
millions who look to thee for guidance are immeasur- 
ably greater than the love of one poor maiden,” said 
Atika in a tone of the deepest sympathy as she saw 
the man’s efforts to overcome his grief. 

“ Alas, nothing can heal my bruised heart!” he 
murmured. 

After a moment’s silence he suddenly looked 
searchingly into her eyes, and cried in a strained, 
hoarse voice— 

“Thy heart has been given to Yuseef the English- 
man.” 

Turning quickly she drew her lithe graceful form 
up to its full height, and apparently detecting a 
challenge in his tones, cried in a voice ringing with 
defiance— 


“Thou hast read my heart aright, O sheik! In his 
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company life is rich and glorious, and death is robbed 
of its most sombre terrors.” | 

Ah, how can I describe the rapture these words 
caused me! They transported me from earth to 
heaven, from the dark pit of despondency to the 
mountain pinnacles of joy. | 

Still the sweet girl’s remarks were somewhat 
incautious, and capable of rousing the worst passions 
in a man’s breast. But what does love know of 
discretion? For a moment it seemed as though 
Atika’s fate as well as mine hung in the balance, for the 
veins on the Arab’s temples grew thick as whipcord, 
his nostrils dilated, and his eyes flamed with anger. 
For some moments he could not speak. At last he 
overcame his emotion, for he said in a low voice— 

“ Dost thou desire to see the man thou lovest ? ” 

“Would to Allah that were possible, O sheik!” she 
exclaimed in a voice vibrating with joy at the possi- 
bility of such a thing. The love-light flashed into 
her eyes, the tell-tale blood mantled her face and 
neck, and she leant forward with clasped hands as 
though appealing to her companion to carry out his 
implied promise, 

“Behold the man on whom thou hast bestowed 
thy heart!” he exclaimed in a half-scornful voice as 
he led her to the corner where I lay as if dead. Yet 
before her eyes had become sufficiently accustomed 
to the gloom to distinguish me, her heart told her 
that it was indeed the form of the man she loved. 

For a moment she stood spell-bound—surprise, 
horror, fear chasing each other over her face like 
shadows. Then witha sad cry of “O Yuseef, my 
loved one!” she fell fainting into the arms of Senussi. 

Though years have sped since that eventful night, 
I shudder even now at its remembrance. As Senussi 
bore my darling from the chamber a thrill of inde- 
scribable dread swept over me as to her fate, and I 
felt that if I did not make some effort to rescue her I 
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should go mad. But that iron will held me as fast 
as avice. The strain was apparently too much, and J 
must have fainted, for when I opened my eyes again 
the great sheik was pacing to and fro with a look 
of pain and perplexity on his face. In his excitement 
he was evidently oblivious of the fact that he was 
uttering his thoughts aloud. 

“O everlasting Allah, grant that I may resist the 
temptation!” he exclaimed, while great beads of 
perspiration stood on his forehead, and he trembled 
with suppressed agony. “To know that I have the 
power to subject this wayward girl to my will and 
make her the passive instrument of my passions is 
maddening. O Compassionate Allah, how can I live 
and know that she shall be the petted darling of 
another ; that he will caress her hair, kiss her lips, 
and see the love-light glinting her eyes, while my 
soul is buried in sorrow and eternal night! By the 
holy Prophet it is more than I can bear,” and he 
stamped his feet and clasped his head as if in the 
greatest agony. Then he sank back on one of the 
divans, and burying his face in his hands silently 
gave himself up to his grief. 

While he was sighing out his despair I was quaking 
with horror at the terrible calamity threatening my 
darling. Fool that I was not to have seen this 
danger! And yet I should have been powerless to 
avert it. How could I expect him to forego the rights 
of the stronger? for it was surely against human nature 
for a man possessed with so fierce a passion and 
endowed with such marvellous power to willingly 
surrender to another the one being on earth he loved 
to distraction, and whose loss would turn the pleasures 
of life to gall and wormwood! After all, men are 
largely governed by passion—love, ambition, the 
desire for wealth, the craving for place and pore; 
and the eager longing to grasp the bubble of fame— 
and though it is sometimes refined and carefully 


294 THE GREAT MAGICIAN 


hidden, it is the rudder which guides men over the 
uncertain sea of life. 

I would have given everything, my chance of life, 
nay, my hopes of eternal salvation, to have saved 
Atika from becoming the tool and plaything of this 
malevolent magician. But alas! there was no escape, 
and with a feeling of the most profound despair I 
already pictured her in ‘his clutches. Ah me! if the 
spirits in the bottomless pit suffer throughout eternity 
the agony I underwent:during that fearful time, then 
the universe may well throb with pain, and an echo 
of divine pity resound throughout the plains of 
heaven. 

“ What hath it profited me to gain knowledge and 
power and to deeply probe into the secrets of Nature ?” 
cried Senussi as he sprang to his feet and cast his 
despairing eyes up as though he sought to question 
omnipotence. “Though my life has been spent in 
acquiring wisdom, and in laying broad and sure the 
future empire of the Faithful, yet is my heart as much 
at the mercy of love as is that of the meanest slave. 
Though myriads will rush to death at my command, 
and while I seek to shake the world, yet, weak wretch 
that I am, I cannot even control my wayward heart, 
nor command the affections of a powerless girl, but 
must forsooth writhe in the fearful torments of rejected 
love. How frail is power, how puny wisdom, how 
fleeting knowledge against all-absorbing love!” 

As his distraught glance swept round the apart- 
ment it alighted on me. Concluding that I was the 
author of his misfortune, and that but for me he 
would probably have secured Atika’s love, he seemed 
for the moment to be overcome with rage, and as if 
resolved to crush me. Controlling himself, however, 
by a great effort he approached, and passing his hand 
before my face, cried— 

“ Awake, O sleeper, and reap the reward of thy 
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As the heavy lethargy fell from my body like a 
mantle, and I arose feeling the full use of my faculties, 
I looked at him with such fiery eyes that for a 
moment he seemed overcome with surprise. An 
overmastering impulse to strike him to the earth 
possessed me, and it has ever since seemed little short 
of a miracle that my guardian angel restrained me 
from committing this crowning folly. But while 
prudence and madness were struggling for the mastery 
of my arm, Senussi said— ; 

“Whither did thy spirit travel whilst thy body 
slept?” 

“ Nay, O accursed one, it was chained to my body, 
where helpless and tortured it saw thee oppressing 
the orphan and seeking, coward-like, to steal .a man’s 
love from him.” : 

Nothing but the most hopeless despair and the 
conviction that the man had resolved to sacrifice 
Atika to his baser passions could have prompted so 
mad a speech. Bah! What was life to me now that 
my darling was lost to me for ever! 

“Didst thou then hear and see all that has taken 
place in this chamber since thou first entered?” he 
cried sharply, meanwhile giving me a piercing look 
as though he could get his answer even if I remained 
silent. 

“Yes, by the living Allah! I saw thee casting thy 
hellish net around the angel thou hast doomed to 
destruction. But beware! God is over all. When 
thy soul stands naked and ashamed before thy 
Maker, thou shalt find me there with Atika and 
the countless victims thou hast lured to destruction. 
Then will thine iniquities weigh thee down to the 
lowest pit. Of what avail will thy wisdom and 
power be then, or how will thy mystic arts save thee 
from the tortures of the damned?” 

Roused to ungovernable fury, and hardly realizing 
what I did, I raised my voice until it thundered 
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through the apartment. I also lifted my hand to 
strike him, but with an imperious gesture he held 
me spell-bound. After gazing at me in pitying 
silence for some time, he said in a voice vibrating 
with anger and scorn— 

“Thou fool! Alas! alas! Oh, love is indeed 
blind. Is it for thee that Atika is prepared to renounce 
power, wealth, and empire? But go, for thy punish- 
ment is decreed, and may Allah have mercy on thy 
soul!” 

As he pointed to the door with emphatic finger 
his form seemed to dilate, his eyes burned fiercely, 
and his face shone with profound strength and re- 
solve. Tongue-tied, though with confused brain and 
rebellious heart, I felt compelled to obey the com- 
mand. Pausing, however, on the threshold of the 
room with the heavy curtain in my hand, I turned 
to give a last look at that terrible figure. 

Ofttimes now in the darkness and silence of the 
night I recall his form—grim, commanding, myste- 
rious—waiting like an ancient seer to call down 
vengeance from heaven upon offending humanity, 


CHAPTER XVIII 
THE DOOMED PILGRIM 


My week’s imprisonment in that great convent was 
along nightmare. Roused to frenzy by the thought 
that Senussi had Atika completely in his power, and 
that he had probably already sacrificed her; also 
convinced that she would be looking and longing 
for me to come to her help, is it surprising that I 
should rage like a trapped leopard, or entreat the 
ministering monks to give me some information re- 
specting her? But they were as deaf as the walls 
to my supplications. . 

Knowing that death was steadily approaching, and 
consumed by a burning desire to be revenged on the 
great sheik, I rushed one day at the venerable monk 
who brought my food, intending to overpower him, 
and by disguising myself in his robe make my 
escape. Thank God, however, I was saved from the 
crowning infamy of attacking a helpless old man, for 
though my arm was raised to strike, my better in- 
stincts cried shame, and I turned aside with a 
muttered, “Allah grant thee peace, O father!” 

_ Then for the first time the old man spake— 

“ May Allah the Compassionate grant thee blessing 
and comfort, my son! Knowest thou not that hope 
is a flower that even the despairing may water with 
advantage? ” 
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Ere I could recover from my surprise he had gone. 

On the following day the door of my apartment 
was thrown open, and several monks entered. 

“ Allah grant thee rest for thy soul!” exclaimed the 
leader of the party. 

“And may His blessing rest on thee, O father!” I, 
responded, for it would have been churlish and unjust 
to visit my anger on these men, who were no doubt 
only carrying out the orders of their chief. Realizing 
that they had come to lead me to execution, I had 
no wish, while hovering on the brink of the grave, 
to quarrel with them. 

“In the name of Allah, the Merciful and Bountiful,” 
the monk continued, raising his hand to command 
silence, ‘it is the will of El Senussi, the Mahdi, 
that thou shalt forthwith depart from Jarabub to a 
far country there to meet thy fate. Lo, the water- 
bottles are filled, and the camels are laden. Come 
therefore, O my son, and when thy journey is com- 
pleted thou shalt taste the joys of Paradise.” 

Stunned by this unexpected intelligence I paused 
irresolute. After all, if I had to die, why not meet 
my fate like a man within the walls where my loved 
one was imprisoned, and which also contained the 
man upon whom I so ardently longed to wreak my 
vengeance? Escape was of course impossible, but 
present death was better than the long-drawn agony 
of a desert march with a brutal execution at the end 
of it. But while I was bracing myself for the final 
struggle the old man evidently divined my purpose, 
for at a signal a dozen well-armed Arabs filed into 
the apartment. Then the monk cried— 

“He who despairs commits a sin against Allah. 
Dost thou not know that death is never certain until 
it strikes?” 

What did the old dotard mean? It was, however, 
obvious that if I assailed the guard I should be 
spitted like a trussed fowl, for I was defenceless, so 
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with an exclamation of anger I turned and left the 
room, accompanied by the soldiers, though determined 
when outside to denounce the villainy of Senussi, 
and if possible escape and meet him face to face. 

But how foolish were all my plans against the 
foresight and power of the great sheik! He had 
‘anticipated everything. Before I was well outside 
the walls I was seized and gagged, and then bound 
on the back of a camel, while a hundred armed Arabs 
ranged themselves around me. I was in fact like a 
fly in a hurricane, or a straw in a mountain torrent. 

As the grumbling camels were about to begin their 
march a monk appeared on the walls, and cried— 

“Allah is most great! Unto such as are faithful 
shall be given prayer and blessing for evermore, and 
grace and power here and in Paradise. Thus doth 
Senussi the Mahdi deal with those he delights to 
honour.” 

So the man was a consummate hypocrite to the 
last. Not satisfied with the success of his villainous 
schemes to entrap and sacrifice Atika, he must needs 
have me bound and gagged so that I should not be 
able to give him back word for word and blow for 
blow. Now of all the terrible ordeals through which 
I had passed when the shadow of death had so often 
kissed my cheek, this crowning indignity, this hypo- 
critical dismissal, this public sham honour was the 
hardest to bear, and I take no shame in confessing 
that I bent my head and allowed tears of impotent 
rage to course down my cheeks. 

Ah, what would I have given to have had Tampa— 
brave, loyal, open-hearted Tampa—beside me! But 
I had not heard from him since my midnight entrance 
into the convent. As I now passed through Jarabub, 
I looked eagerly at the house where I had left him 
with his happy bride, but it was tenantless. Had 
my faithful friend also been sacrificed by the male- 
volent’ sheik ? 
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When aman is performing the pilgrimage of death, 
and is suffering the most acute pain in the thought. 
that his loved one has fallen a victim to his enemy, 
he has little inclination to note the country through 
which he passes. We spent weeks on that ceaseless 
march—now traversing the one-hundred-mile pathway 
stretching between the salt marches from Jarabub to 
Siwa; now over the burning deserts until we reached 
the extensive and pleasant oasis of Kufra; then on 
over grim mountains, nitrate plains, rocky wildernesses, 
and scattered forests—ever southwards. 

Once in the dead of night, when a tomb-like silence 
enwrapped the desert, I attempted to escape. I had 
actually saddled and mounted a camel, and was on 
the point of departing, when a watchful Arab dis- 
covered me and raised an alarm. Overcome by 
numbers I was carried back to my tent, and kept a 
closer prisoner than ever. Then I determined, seeing 
that my days were numbered, to die fighting, for 
which purpose I snatched a scimitar from one of the 
guards, and in the struggle wounded a couple of 
men, but numbers again prevailed, and I was hence- 
forth rendered powerless, inasmuch as day and night 
I was bound to one of the soldiers by a light chain. 

After a month’s continued journeying, however, 
and when my first acute pain had settled into a hope- 
less heartache, more torturing than the most fevered 
frenzy, the wondering thought grew on me—Why was 
I treated with such consideration? Why was I not 
stricken down during the fight with my guards? 
and why did the party take such infinite trouble to 
get rid of me when they could have done it with 
perfect security and secrecy in the grim mountain 
passes or the pathless desert? A stab in the back, 
a swift turn of the strangler’s cord, a stray shot with 
a musket, or a draught of the vegetable poison with 
which the Arabs of North Africa are so familiar, 
would have saved them this long journey. Then the 
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snarling hyenas and jackals or the watchful vultures 
would take good care that the broken links of the 
human chain should furnish no clue. 

But I might as well have sought information from 
the stars as endeavour to obtain satisfaction from my 
escort. Even the simplest became as inscrutable as 
their camels when I questioned them, their reply ever 
being— 

“ Allah is most great. Thy fate is in His hands.” 

Still even the longest journey must come to an 
end. One day we entered a wonderfully fertile 
district—well watered, thickly wooded, varied by low, 
scrub-covered hills, at the feet of which nestled beauti- 
ful grass-covered valleys, with pleasant streams and 
wattled huts of contented blacks, or the white, flat- 
roofed houses of numerous Arabs. The joyful ex- 
clamations of my escort told me that this was 
Wadikur, the lost oasis—a locality only known by 
tradition to Christendom. 

For two days we traversed a land flowing with 
milk and honey, and everywhere found the people 
happy, prosperous, and contented. Here the clanking 
chains of slavery found no place; the demoralizing 
vices and debauchery of Europe had never penetrated 
here, and nowhere on the globe were the revolutionary 
watchwords of “liberty, equality, fraternity” more 
generally acted up to. It seemed indeed like a 
corner of the old, old world, and the primitive 
simplicity of the people was shown in a hundred 
different ways. 

From every village and wayside hut, from their 
labours in the fields and their fruit-gathering in the 
Orange-scented groves or the date plantations; from 
their flock on the hillsides and their water-drawing at 
the wells ; from their gossiping, their bargaining, their 
devotions, their billing and cooing, their gambolling, 
and their light duties and prolonged pleasures—the 
people gathered by the wayside to welcome us, to 
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bow reverently before us, to beseech our blessing, and 
to thank Allah and Senussi for their goodness. 
Then when we arrived at the largest town we had 
yet seen, all this was multiplied a thousand-fold, until 
the air rang with cries of pleasure and welcome, and 
tears of joy coursed down the cheeks of the aged, 
while the children danced with delight. 0 

Such a method of greeting a condemned prisoner 
marching to his death was so strange and unusual 
that I naturally concluded that the Mahdi of Jarabub, 
with the refinement of cruelty sometimes allied to 
genius, had determined to intensify the bitterness of 
death by public mockery, by dangling before my eyes 
the glory and pomp of power, and the charm of life. 
Ah, well, let death come speedily, I reflected. After 
all, eternity was before us both, and it might be that 
in the great spirit world we should meet, and then 

At this town our journey came toan end. Lodged 
in a spacious apartment, and supplied with ample 
food, though kept a close prisoner, I felt like one of 
the petted victims of old destined for the sacrificial 
altar. Nevertheless I determined to meet my end 
calmly and with dignity, as befitted a true Englishman. 
Thank God, I was saved any heartrending partings, 
and a few hours sooner or later my wretched heart- 
ache would be over. 

Soon after nightfall, Mahmoud, the leader of my 
escort, who had performed his duties so zealously 
and yet with such courtesy, entered, and salaaming 
profoundly said— 

“May Allah, the Giver of Life, the Bountiful and 
Compassionate, have thee in His keeping! To-morrow 
thou shalt taste the sweets of Paradise.” 

Before I could thank him for his many attentions 
he had gone. 

Of the silence and solemnity of that last night 
I need not dilate. Every scene of my life from the 
dawning glimmer of childhood to that moment passed 
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eeefore me like a panorama—my happy youth, my 
mother’s boundless love, the velvety valleys, the 
heather-clad hills, the shimmering lakes, the bubbling 
streams of my dear lake-land, my escapades at school, 
my boyish love-making, my life in Liverpool, with my 
etrange adventures in this Dark Continent, and—ah 
me !—the delightful moments, now, alas! lost for ever, 
I had spent in my darling Atika’s company. 

Then I repeated the prayers of my childhood, and 
rose at last refreshed and strengthened for the coming 
ordeal, for the first glimmer of light was tinting the 
eastern sky. 

Soon afterwards the attendants brought me a 
breakfast of the choicest food, with some costly robes 
which they begged me with tears in their eyes to 
wear, and seeing that it would please the good 
people, I complied. A little later the notables of the 
town entered to pay their respects, a method of 
treating a condemned prisoner which so confused 
me that I paid little attention to what the white- 
bearded patriarchs said. 

After waiting a couple of hours in the most 
agonizing suspense, the elders came again, but this 
time their advent was announced by the screeching 
of an Arab band, and the thumping of the barbarous 
drums. Prostrating himself on the floor before me, 
the leader of the notables said— 

“May Allah, the All-Powerful and Exalter, have 
thee in His keeping! May the favour of the Prophet 
—with whom is glory for evermore—be thine, and the 
love of Senussi, as well as the ineffable riches of 
Paradise! Will my lord come forth? for the people 
are eager to see thee.” 

With what a frown of disgust and contempt did I 
look upon the drivelling old mocker! When old age 
plays the buffoon even the graceless blush. 

Suppressing the angry retort which rose to my lips, 
I contemptuously signed my readiness, and stepping 


304 THE GREAT MAGICIAN 


outside, was immediately surrounded by a great com- 
pany of armed Arabs, while loud blasts from elephant-* 
horns, the rolling of drums, and the joyous shouts of 
the populace testified to the universal pleasure that I 
was at last to die. It seemed strange, however, that 
the execution of so insignificant an individual should, 
occasion such commotion and widespread rejoicing. 
Perchance it had become known that I had crossed 
the path of Senussi, their Mahdi, and they were thus 
celebrating his victory over me. 

After proceeding for some five hundred yards 
through a great mass of shouting natives, nearly all 
of whom, strangely enough, besought my blessing, we 
entered a great mosque, a fact which filled me with 
the most profound surprise, inasmuch as Moham- 
medans are ever careful not to associate their sacred 
edifices with the shedding of blood. 

On emerging into the great courtyard and removing 
our slippers, the guards opened out and thereby 
showed a group of people standing at the further end 
of the mosque. Preceded by the most venerable 
elder, I slowly advanced towards the little company, 
my heart meanwhile beating wildly, for one of the 
men bore a strange likeness to Tampa. This man 
stood between two closely-veiled women. 

As I approached, the taller of the two females 
rushed forward, and with a cry of ineffable pleasure 
tore her veil off. 

By the living God, it was Atika! 

For a few seconds I stood as though turned to 
stone, while swift questions as to whether I was not 
the victim of a maddened brain or of some of Senussi’s 
mystic arts, flashed through my mind. Ah! but I 
soon realized the fact that this was indeed my loved 
one, and the next moment, with such a cry of joy as 
angels must give on entering heaven, I clasped the 
sweet girl to my heart and became oblivious to the 
outside world. 
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erresently she murmured— 

“OQ Yuseef, my beloved, my happiness is now 
complete. I feel that I shall die of love.” 

“Nay, my adored one, joy seldom kills. It is 
rather the breath of life. Thou must live,and together 
wé must tread the flowery paths of love,” I murmured. 

Thus, blind and deaf to the eyes and prayers of the 
waiting multitude, did we renew our faith, and indulge 
in the heavenly rapture only known to lovers who 
have been snatched from the jaws of death. 

“Whoso is only a spectator of the feast of love 
fares on a hungry dish,” interrupted the cheery voice 
of Tampa—yes, it was indeed Tampa, my loyal 
friend. There, too, smiling and chuckling in excess 
of pleasure, stood Bira, his wife. 

Though I was consumed with curiosity to know 
how they had made their way to Wadikur, this was 
not the time to satisfy it, for the elders of the mosque 
were evidently waiting for us to assist them in some 
important ceremony, and hand-in-hand, therefore, 
Atika and I turned towards the Mecca niche, while 
reverential cries of “May Allah’s peace rest on 
them!” and “ May the blessings of the Prophet be 
theirs!” arose from the people. 

At a signal from the fikee, whose special duty it is 
to instruct people in the proper performance of the 
marriage ceremony, Tampa requested Atika and me 
to kneel each with a knee on the ground, and to 
grasp each other’s right hand with the thumbs raised 
and touching each other. Then the fikee covered our 
joined hands with a handkerchief and recited several 
passages from the Koran, with a short exhortation on 
the wisdom of marriage. We then made way for 
Tampa, who, as Atika’s only male relative, had to 
‘take the place of her father. Bending over us, my 
friend sajd— 

“I marry thee, O Yuseef ben Seba, to my sister 
Atika, the virgin daughter of Selah Mohammed, who 
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is now in Paradise. And I give to her twenty laden 
camels as her dowry.” 

Following the whispered instructions of the fikee, I 
responded— 

“Behold, I accept in marriage Atika, daughter of 
Selah Mohammed of gracious memory, and take her 
under my care, and pledge myself to afford her 
protection, and all ye who are present will bear 
witness to this.” 

Thrice was this short dialogue repeated ere the 
ceremony was completed. 

After this every one exclaimed, “ Blessings be on 
the Apostle, and praise be to Allah, the Lord of all 
creatures! Ameen.” 

“Ameen! Ameen!” rang the solemn benediction 
through the corridors of the mosque, until it was 
taken up by the waiting crowds outside, where it was 
repeated again and again. 

When the assembly had again recited the Fatah, 
Atika and I stood side by side man and wife, our 
hearts brimming over with joy. Can you wonder that 
we cast ourselves into each other’s arms, and sobbed 
out our thankfulness? At last, drawing her veil closely 
over her face, Atika was led to her brother’s house by 
her female friends. 

But more surprises were in store for me. The 
notables of the town now gathered before me, and 
after salaaming humbly, the old leader stepped 
forward and, handing me a roll of papyrus, said— 

“ Praise be to Allah, the Sanctifier and Renewer of 
Youth and the eternal Favour! Behold, El Senussi, 
the great Mahdi, on whom rest the blessing of Allah 
for evermore, hath declared his love and trust in Yuseef 
ben Seba, on whom he desires to shower favour and 
honour. And he hath declared that this Yuseef ben 
Seba shall be Vekil of Wadikur, and that Tampa 
Achmed shall be the leader of the soldiers. Let all 
true believers. therefore. obev them and do iustlv. 
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Lo! who is so mighty or so well favoured of Allah as 
Senussi, the great and merciful Mahdi?” 

*‘May blessing and power, and length of days, 
victory and happiness, rest on Senussi, the all- 
powerful Mahdi!” solemnly responded the company. 

Thus do I| sit crowned with authority, and basking in 
the smiles of my beloved, while the noble soul of Senussi 
bleeds with the wounds inflicted by hopeless love. 
Sometimes, as I stand in the mosque and listen to the 
solemn prayers of the people, or gaze into the sable 
mantle of night, I see him once more—noble, patient, 
great-souled, suffering, and beneficent. And though 
wide deserts separate us from the strife of nations, and 
the labours of empire-building absorb him and fret 
his life slowly away, yet I know that I shall meet him 
again. Then shall I bow reverently before him, for 
he is assuredly one of earth’s noblest sons. 

Great is love, and blessed is he whose soul has been 
touched by the celestial fire ; but infinitely greater he 
who for a cause and a people will lay his love, his 
passions, and his ambitions on the altar of duty. 
From such men Omnipotence selects its martyrs and 
prophets, 


THE END 
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